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Far  Out 


Dear  People 

I  think  Space  City!  is  far-out.  It 
tells  it  like  it  is.  The  only  thing  I 
haven’t  liked  in  it  was  the  article  on 
James  Taylor,  I  happen  to  dig  him.  I 
read  the  article  about  the  telephone 
strike  with  interest,  I’m  glad  you 
didn’t  put  us  down,  like  so  many 
others  have.  Keep  on  trucking! 

Peace  and  Love, 

J.K. 


Brickbat 
from  Tina 


To  Space  City!  Peace  &  Luv! 

Hi  again.  I  walked  outside  my  local 
Capitalistic  Super  Market,  and,  to  my 
surprise,  sitting  snuggly  between  the 
Houston  Post  and  Chronicle  newspa¬ 
per  racks,  was  a  bright  new  Space  City! 
rack.  Bravo.  I’m  proud  of  you.  If  I 
miss  a  vendor  I’ll  not  miss  the  paper, 
which  remains  a  bright  spot  in  my 
Tuesday. 


1*17  WcMto.  Hmuh,  Tua  77004 


A  letter  to  you  from  a  David  Foj- 
tic  two  weeks  ago,  caption  “We’re  on 
Top”  blew  my  lights  out.  I  should 
like  to  ask  David  what  in  hell  we’re  on 
top  of.  Really  David,  you  so  glibly 
praise  capitalism  and  the  high  stand¬ 
ards  of  living  enjoyed  by  our  citizens. 
You  confuse  me.  Of  what  people  do 
you  speak?  Are  you  perhaps  cloister¬ 
ed  in  a  monastery  away  from  all  aven¬ 
ues  of  information  of  the  happenings 
in  our  great  capitalistic  country?  Or 
are  you  an  ostrich,  with  your  head 
deeply  buried  in  capitalistic  sand? 

Let  me  enlighten  you.  In  this  city, 
like  all  cities  in  the  nations,  are  places 
called  “ghettos.”  In  these  places  live 
the  victims  of  our  great  Capitalistic 
system  so  dear  to  your  heart.  Their 
high  standards  of  living  are  not  unique 
to  them.  They  are  hunger,  lack  of 
work,  education,  prejudice,  police  har¬ 
assment,  served  up  daily  along  with 
large  doses  of  hopelessness.  These 
places  are  not  exclusive.  Anyone  can 
get  in.  But  it  helps  a  lot  to  be  Black 
or  Brown. 

While  your  great  White  Capitalists 
continue  to  spend  billions  of  dollars 
to  continue  an  immoral  war,  killing  of 
young  American  men  and  innocent 
Vietnam  citizens.  Fifty  two  compan¬ 
ies  in  Texas  alone  owned  by  your 
bloody  capitalists,  make  millions  of 
dollars  yearly  manufacturing  death 
weapons. 

While  men  dash  gaily  on  the  moon, 
at  the  cost  of  more  billions  of  tax 
dollars,  earth  people  live  in  abject  pov¬ 
erty.  In  Texas  the  appallingly  low 
standard  of  wages  keep  the  great 
white  capitalist  living  in  the  high  stan¬ 
dard  of  which  you  speak. 


With  our  country  in  the  hands  of 
crooked,  thieving,  war  mongering  mon¬ 
ey  grabbers  and  politicians,  you  in 
your  gross  ignorance  write  trite  little 
sentences  to  Space  City,  of  all  news¬ 
papers,  expounding  the  glories  of  cap¬ 
italism.  Mama  Mia! 

I  know  you  can  write.  I  read  your 
letter.  But  can  you  not  see  or  hear? 
Your  idea  of  the  Mecca  being  lived  in 
by  multitudes  of  American  citizens  is 
child-like  dreaming.  In  fact  it  does  not 
exist. 

What  cave  you  live  in  I  do  not 
know.  For  to  be  so  grossly  un-inform- 
ed  you  must  be  shut  off  from  all  sour¬ 
ces  of  information.  Or  perhaps  you’re 
just  a  pompous  capitalistic  ass.  In 
any  case  your  thinking  is  a  blight 
on  our  land.  So  rain  on  you.  And 
power  to  the  people. 

Tina  Ferrari 

P.S.  to  Space  City!  Keep  on  criticiz¬ 
ing.  I  dig  your  style.  Maybe  you  can 
throw  some  Lions  to  the  Christians. 
A  groovy  change,  what? 

Ciao  &  Luv , 

Tina 

Houston 

Peris 

from  Lisa 

Dear  Space  City! 

I  want  to  tell  you  that  I  really  en¬ 
joyed  and  will  keep  on  enjoying  your 
newspaper.  Although  I  sometimes 
find  the  language  a  little  strong  or 


sometimes  I  don’t  agree  on  your  views, 
but  it’s  still  good  to  hear  things  from 
both  sides. 

I  really  was  touched  by  Larry  Me 
Mahan  (“Brian  Grant  Hits  Home,” 
SC!  Vol  III,  No.  8).  It’s  good  to  know 
a  few  people  are  concerned  about  all 
people  instead  of  just  our  generation. 
It’s  funny  how  people  can  be  so  sel¬ 
fish.  It’s  always  the  other  people  do¬ 
ing  wrong.  I  think  both  sides  can  be 
awfully  wrong  at  the  same  time. 

I  hope  you  print  this  for  I  would 
like  to  read  the  responses. 

Frederick  S.  Peris  once  said  that: 
“I  do  my  thing  and  you  do  your  thing, 
I  am  not  in  this  world  to  live  up  to 
your  expectations  and  you  are  not  in 
this  world  to  live  up  to  mine.  You  are 
you  and  I  am  I,  and  if  by  chance  we 
find  each  other,  it’s  beautiful.” 

Good  luck,  thanks  and  Keep  on. 
truckin’. 

Love  &  Peace, 

Lisa  Noland 
Houston 


Be  Prepared 


To  the  Collective: 

It’s  nice  to  know  that  you’ve  largely 
got  off  that  radical  rip  you  were  on  a 
while  ago.  It  became  very  tiresome, 
reading  all  those  revolutionary  articles 
urging  us  to  revolt. 

Cont.  on  20 
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Choose  Your  Evil 


McGovern 

by  Bryan  Baker 

Senator  George  McGovern  (Dem.-S.Dak.),  the  Bobby  Kennedy  surrogate  of 
1968,  is  so  far  the  only  Democrat  who  has  announced  his  lust  for  the  Presidency. 
He  hopes  this  will  give  him  the  time  to  build  a  “grass  roots”  McGovern  move¬ 
ment,  capture  enough  primary  elections  and  delegate  support  to  win  his  party’s 
nomination  and  go  on  to  slay  the  dragon  Nixon. 

He  has  a  long  way  to  go.  In  the  polls  (which  he  claims  not  to  trust)  he  has  the 
support  of  only  5  per  cent  of  the  populace.  (Only  70  per  cent  of  the  people  even 
know  who  he  is.)  And  he  does  not  (yet)  have  the  support  of  the  party  regulars 
and  Democratic  fatcats  from  whom  the  money  and  power  for  electoral  cam¬ 
paigns  flows.  On  top  of  these  handicaps,  he  simply  isn’t  very  impressive,  either 
personally  or  ideologically. 

McGovern  came  to  town  last  Thursday,  Aug.  12,  to  check  out  the  scene  and 
press  the  flesh  a  little.  He  inspected  the  food  stamp  center,  gave  a  luncheon  add¬ 
ress,  met  with  members  of  the  press,  met  with  Black  and  Brown  leaders  and  at¬ 
tended  a  cocktail  party  in  his  honor.  All  in  about  half  a  day. 

To  be  fair,  McGovern  did  some  good  things.  Giving  publicity  to  the  deplorable 
conditions  at  the  food  stamp  center,  inviting  the  “alternative”  media  to  his  con¬ 
ference  with  the  press,  inviting  poor  people  to  his  cocktail  party  (for  free).  Per¬ 
haps  he  is  driven  to  this  by  necessity;  perhaps  his  motives  are  questionable.  Still 
and  all,  compared  to  Nixon  or  Muskie  he  seems  almost  like  a  man  of  the  people. 


mitment  to  Israel,  which  [commitment]  is  almost  unique.”  We  must  be  prepared 
to  do  “whatever  is  necessary”  to  preserve  the  state  of  Israel,  because  of  our  large 
role  in  bringing  that  nation  into  existence.  (One  might,  with  questionable  taste, 
make  a  similar  argument  for  defending  the  Diem,  Ky  and  Thieu  governments  in 
Saigon;  we  certainly  set  those  up!) 

McGovern’s  domestic  “game  plan”  is  pretty  vague,  not  to  say  simplistic.  He 
does  recognize  most  of  the  domestic  ills  of  this  country,  and  he  has  some  specific 
reforms  in  mind,  notably  a  100  per  cent  federally  funded  welfare  program  and  a 
self-certification  program  for  food  stamp  recipients. 

But  he  seems  not  to  recognize  the  role  of  the  corporations  in  creating  social 
disintegration.  In  general,  he  feels  that  many  problems  (specifically  health,  the 
environment,  and  mass  transit)  can  be  solved  by  contracting  with  private  indust¬ 
ries  (especially  those  which  can  no  longer  profit  from  the  war.)  Considering  the 
success  which  the  Department  of  Defense  has  had  in  getting  inexpensive,  high 
quality,  equipment  from  Lockheed,  Boeing,  er.  al.,  this  seems  a  naive  hope. 

To  deal  with  inflation,  McGovern  promises  a  nationwide  wage/price/dividend 
freeze.  Brrrrr! 

In  short,  from  McGovern  we  could  expect  increased  funding  for  private  enter¬ 
prise  to  solve  problems  which  they  have  not  yet  shown  any  great  talent  for  solv¬ 
ing,  and  increased  federal  control  of  almost  every  aspect  of  life  with  no  concomit¬ 
ant  increase  in  the  control  which  ordinary  folks  exert  over  that  government.  At 
least,  that’s  what  it  sounded  like  to  me. 


Almost,  but  not  quite.  His  ideology  is  the  same  tired  old  stuff  the  liberals 
have  been  feeding  people  for  years.  And  his  rhetoric  is  just  as  devious  as  that  of 
most  politicians. 

He  claims  that  his  position  on  Vietnam  is  the  “conservative  position,”  in  the 
“best  tradition  of  conservatism,”  by  virtue  of  the  fact  that  he  is  in  favor  of  con¬ 
serving  American  blood  and  American  material.  The  “real  isolationists”  in  Nam 
are  the  hawks,  he  says,  because  they  entered  the  conflict  without  consulting  our 
“historic  allies. ’’’Such  word  games  are  not  very  becoming;  there  seems  to  be  no 
more  moral  force  in  his  opposition  to  the  war. 

What  should  our  international  posture  be  after  we  leave  Vietnam?  McGovern 
places  much  of  his  hope  in  the  United  Nations,  but  he  also  says  we  should  main¬ 
tain  our  “nuclear  deterrent”  and  a  “mobile  and  efficient  striking  force”  (he  shies 
away  from  the  word  “Army”)  to  go  anywhere  in  the  world  that  American  inter¬ 
vention  (o,  fatal  euphemism)  is  really  necessary. 

Where  might  such  intervention  be  required?  McGovern  points  to  our  “com¬ 


It  may  seem  that  I’m  being  too  harsh  on  McGovern.  Maybe  so,  but  the  fact  is 
that  I  can  find  very  little  positive  to  say  about  the  man.  In  truth,  the  only  cogent 
argument  which  anyone  was  able  to  offer  for  supporting  McGovern  is  that  he  is 
better  than  Nixon,  Muskie,  Reagan,  Wallace,  et.  al,  (which  he  unquetionably  is). 

Well,  I  won’t  buy  it.  In  1964,  Lyndon  Johnson  was  the  lesser  of  two  evils,  a 
man  who  wouldn’t  send  American  boys  to  do  the  job  Asian  boys  should  be  doing. 
Wasn’t  Goldwater  a  fanatical  warmonger? 

In  1968,  The  Hump  was  touted  as  the  least  of  three  (count  ’em)  evils.  What 
matter  that  during  his  term  as  vice-president  he  flatly  denied  that  we  were  bomb¬ 
ing  civilians  in  North  Vietnam,  and  that  he  kept  his  fat  mouth  shut  while  Daley’s 
pigs  ran  wild  in  the  streets  of  Chicago.  He  isn’t  as  bad  as  Nixon  or  Wallace,  is  he? 

Well,  you  folks  do  what  you  want,  but  include  me  out.  I’ve  got  better  things 
to  do  than  work  to  elect  a  man  I  don’t  like  or  trust  simply  because  he’s  less  evil 
than  a  man  I  also  don’t  like  or  trust.  I’d  rather  spend  my  time  building  (if  possible) 
a  society  where  lesser  evils  aren’t  seen  as  good. 
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Model  Cities  Plods  Ahead 


by  Wallace  Author 

Houston’s  Model  City  Program,  after  having  a  few  hurdles  thrown  at  it  by 
City  Council,  is  nonetheless  alive  and  well,  lurking  about  somewhere  in  the 
vicinity  of  Houston’s  poorer  neighborhoods. 

Houston  is  one  of  147  cities  throughout  the  United  States  that  was  chosen  to 
receive  federal  funds  for  the  Model  Cities  Program  slated  to  provide  economic  aid 
for  hard-bitten  poverty  areas. 

Portions  of  the  Third  Ward  and  North  Side  are  included  in  Houston’s  program. 
These  areas  were  picked  by  the  city  two  years  ago  from  census  charts  that  show¬ 
ed  these  sections  to  be  the  worst  regarding  the  economic  situation  and  general 
standard  of  living.  They  are,  according  to  E.A.  Kiessling,  director  of  the  Model 
City  program  in  Houston,  “that  portion  of  Houston’s  geography  that  was  sub¬ 
stantially  below  the  average  of  the  rest  of  the  city.” 

Each  of  these  “blighted”  areas  selects  members  of  its  community  to  serve  on 
the  Model  City  Residents  Commission.  The  commission  then  decides  on  specific 
projects  that  will  best  fit  the  needs  of  the  areas. 

Not  all  of  the  projects  chosen  by  the  commission  get  approval  from  City 
Council.  A  summer  music  festival  program  and  a  day  camp  program  for  children 
in  the  poverty  areas  were  rejected  by  councilmen  as  unsuitable.  Both  programs 
however,  were  later  accepted  after  the  funding  for  each  had  been  reduced  and 
the  programs  themselves  modified.  Because  of  the  delays  in  getting  the  projects 
approved.  Kiessling  said,  “We  have  had  a  somewhat  less  active  program  than  we 


had  planned.” 

One  of  the  principal  objections  to  the  initially  rejected  programs  was  voiced 
by  City  Councilman  Homer  Ford,  who  said  that  since  the  programs  did  not  in¬ 
volve  a  permanent  change  in  the  community,  there  would  be  a  danger  that  once 
the  money  was  spent  there  would  be  nothing  to  show  for  it. 

Some  of  the  recent  programs  involve  the  demolition  of  old  buildings  in  the 
Model  City  areas.  Minority  contractors  however,  were  unable  to  bid  on  the  pro¬ 
jects,  saying  that  they  couldn’t  meet  the  required  specifications  for  bidding  on 
the  jobs.  One  of  the  factors  restricting  them  was  that  a  performance  bond  is  re¬ 
quired  from  the  contractor  who  gets  the  job.  The  smaller  contractors  are  frequent¬ 
ly  unable  to  put  up  the  necessary  amounts  of  money  needed  to  post  the  bonds. 
Although  council  lowered  specifications  for  the  jobs  early  this  month,  it  still  re¬ 
ceived  no  bids  from  any  minority  contractors. 

It  is  hard  to  criticize  the  objectives  of  the  Model  City  program  since  most  of 
the  projects  it  proposes  are  worthwhile,  such  as  the  vocational  training  program 
for  young  people,  the  environmental  health  program  to  help  clean  up  areas  clut¬ 
tered  by  large  amounts  of  refuge  and  waste  products  and  several  others  which 
will  provide  lasting  benefits  to  the  neighborhoods  involved.  But  a  large  amount 
of  money  is  also  being  spent  on  programs  which  will  do  the  communities  little, 
if  any,  good. 

Kiessling  will  soon  be  going  back  to  his  post  at  the  University  of  Houston 
where  he  is  a  lecturer  in  behaviorial  sciences.  Getting  a  little  tired  of  the  constant 
haggling  among  members  of  the  City  Council  and  members  of  the  program  itself. 
Kiessling  told  Space  City!  that  he  was  looking  forward  to  his  return  to  being  a 
teacher,  saying,  “I’ll  take  students  over  city  department  heads  any  day.” 


Carl  Hampton 


Free  Clinic  to  Open 


People’s  Party  II  is  once  more' on 
the  point  of  opening  a  free  clinic  in 
Houston,  this  time  with  the  support  of 
the  minority  Contractors  Consortium. 

The  Carl  B.  Hampton  Free  Health 
Clinic  is  to  occupy  a  house  in  the  Fifth 
Ward  after  it  has  undergone  the  necess¬ 
ary  renovations.  These  will  be  done 
with  the  help  of  the  more  than  35 
minority  contractors  who  have  pledg¬ 
ed  aid  in  the  form  of  building  materials 
and  workmen,  y 

The  party,  which  has  been  a  regular 
recipient  of  police  harassment,  has 


been  trying  to  open  the  clinic  since 
the  death  of  Carl  Hampton  at  the 
hands  of  Houston  police  on  July  26, 
1970. 

The  clinic  was  originally  planned  to 
occupy  a  building  at  2828  Dowling  in 
the  Third  Ward.  Despite  extensive 
harassment,  apparently  designed  to 
frighten  off  volunteer  workers  and 
community  residents  who  might  make 
use  of  it,  the  clinic  did  open  briefly 
around  the  middle  of  last  December. 

The  workers  were  evicted  from  the 
clinic  on  May  14  for  failure  to  pay 
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rent.  The  eviction  came  three  days 
after  an  early  morning  shotgun  attack 
on  the  clinic  and  the  nearby  party 
headquarters. 

The  party  has  continued  working 
to  open  the  clinic  and  two  weeks  ago 
party  information  minister  Charles 
Freeman  was  able  to  go  before  the 
group  of  contractors  to  explain  the 
need  for  such  a  clinic  and  the  role  of 
the  party  in  meeting  community  needs. 

The  consortium’s  coordinator,  Saw¬ 
yer  Bynun,  was  quoted  in  a  recent 


article  in  the  Forward  Times  as  saying 
that  when  Freeman  addressed  the  con¬ 
tractors  “there  was  almost  unanimous 
approval  of  the  clinic  idea”  and  that 
when  pledges  were  asked  for  “we  got 
more  than  enough  materials  and  other 
help  to  get  the  building  in  order.” 

In  addition  to  the  clinic  the  party 
is  also  engaged  in  a  free  pest  control 
project  so  that  ghetto  residents  can 
have  their  homes  exterminated  free  of 
charge.  The  party  needs  supplies  for 
this  project.  Anyone  who  wishes  to 
donate  pesticides  should  bring  them 
by  the  Party’s  headquarters. 


Campus  Group  Formed 


For  a  Natural 


by  E.F.  Shawver  Jr. 

A  group  called  the  Association  for 
a  Natural  Trinity  River  has  recently 
been  formed  on  the  University  of 
Houston  campus  to  oppose  the  Trinity 
River  Navigation  Project.  This  exten¬ 
sive  “river  improvement”  project  is 
now  under  construction  by  the  Army 
Corps  of  Engineers  and  consists  essent¬ 
ially  of  the  construction  of  a  barge 
canal  from  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  to  Ft. 
Worth. 

According  to  its  president,  fresh¬ 
man  history  major  Alba  Etie,  the 
organization’s  purpose  is  to  dissem¬ 
inate  information  concerning  the  ecol¬ 
ogical  destructiveness  and  economic 
infeasibility  of  the  massive  project  and 
to  encourage  political  pressure  against 
it  through  letters  to  public  officials  at 
all  levels  of  government. 

The  Trinity  Navigation  Project  was 
approved  by  Congress  in  1965.  Since 
that  time  piecemeal  funding  has  been 
going  on  and  several  sub-projects  are 
already  in  various  stages  of  completion. 

The  concrete  lined  canal  is  to  be 
370  miles  long,  200  feet  wide  and  12 
feet  deep.  The  natural  course  of  the 
Trinity  River  is  548  miles. 

In  addition  to  the  canal  itself  the 
project  also  includes  the  building  of 
roads,  bridges,  reservoirs  and  some 
1,200  flood  control  dams.  The  project 
is  estimated  to  cost  more  than  $1.3 
billion  but  this  does  not  include  the 
inevitable  over-run  which  may  be  up 
to  300  per  cent  according  to  estimates 
provided  by  the  Association. 

An  example  they  give  of  such  over, 
runs  is  that  of  the  Wallisville  Salt 
Water  Barrier  which  they  say  was 
originally  estimated  to  cost  $9  million 
but  which,  although  only  half  complet¬ 
ed,  has  already  cost  some  $12  million. 

Because  the  project  was  begun  be¬ 


fore  the  passage  of  the  National  En¬ 
vironmental  Policy  Act  of  1969,  no 
ecological  impact  statement  to  the 
Environmental  Protection  Agency  was 
required  and  none  has  been  filed,  al¬ 
though  such  a  statement  is  expected 
by  1973.  In  the  meantime,  the  work 
goes  on. 

One  of  the  subsidary  projects  in¬ 
volved  is  the  Wallisville  Salt  Water 
Barrier  mentioned  above.  This  consists 
of  a  dam  across  the  Trinity  River  near 
its  entry  into  the  Gulf  of  Mexico.  The 
water  in  this  area  is  a  mixture  of  fresh 
and  salt  water.  This  intermediate  salt 
concentration  is  required  by  the  young 
of  many  species  of  commercially  im¬ 
portant  fish  and  shellfish,  so  that  the 
area  serves  as  a  breeding  and  nursery 
ground  for  these  species. 

According  to  a  Texas  A  &  M  study 
cited  by  the  Association,  the  Wallis¬ 
ville  dam,  by  restricting  and  redirect¬ 
ing  the  inflow  of  fresh  water  from  the 
Trinity  River,  would  upset  this  balance 
and  destroy  some  12,500  acres  of 
marine  nursery  ground.  It  would  also 
“cause  a  permanent  decline  of  at  least 
five  per  cent  of  the  shrimp  in  the 
entire  Gulf  of  Mexico.” 

Every  year  a  certain  percentage  of 
the  Gulf’s  shrimp  population  is  harvest¬ 
ed.  Those  not  harvested  breed  the  next 
generation.  A  decline  in  the  population 
means  either  fewer  shrimp  on  the 
table  or  the  possible  endangerment  of 
the  reproductive  capacity  of  the 
species. 

At  the  other  end  of  the  project  is 
the  already  completed  Lake  Livingston 
which  has  had  several  alga  blooms. 
This  lake  receives  sewage  from  the 
Dallas  area  which  makes  it  initially 
rich  in  alga  food.  The  algae,  being 
ignorant  of  the  teachings  of  Malthus, 
reproduce  at  a  rate  directly  proportion¬ 
al  to  their  (ever  increasing)  population 
size  and  quickly  outstrip  their  food 


Trinity 

supply.  When  this  happens  you  have  a 
lake  full  of  dead  algae.  This  material 
decomposes  and  this,  in  tum,  uses  up 
dissolved  oxygen  in  the  water  killing 
large  numbers  of  fish.  (This  same  chain 
of  events  —  sewage  inflow,  alga  bloom, 
fish  kill  —  has  occurred  many  times 
in  other  areas  of  the  country  as  well.) 

One  of  the  benefits  claimed  by  the 
Corps  is  flood  control.  This  is  ac¬ 
complished  partly  by  straightening  the 
course  of  the  river,  thereby  diminish¬ 
ing  the  tendency  of  water  to  back  up 
and  spread  out,  and  partly  by  im¬ 
pounding  water  in  a  controlled  fashion 
through  the  construction  of  49  major 
dams.  This  acts  to  solve  the  problem 
by  leaving  large  areas  of  land  perman¬ 
ently  flooded. 

The  Association  claims  that  much 
of  the  land  to  be  flooded  in  this  man¬ 
ner  is  presently  important  as  wildlife 
habitat.  For  instance,  they  say  that 
the  proposed  Tennessee  Colony  Lake 
will  flood  the  Tennessee  Game  Pre¬ 
serve  which  is  now  the  home  of  the 
American  alligator,  numerous  native 
beaver  colonies  and  the  ivory  billed 
woodpecker.  Both  the  American  al¬ 
ligator  and  the  ivory  billed  wood¬ 
pecker  are  officially  listed  as  endanger¬ 
ed  species.  (Friends  of  Woody  Wood¬ 
pecker  are  reminded  that  the  ivory 
billed  bird  is  Woody’s  archetype.) 

The  group  has  other  arguments  a- 
gainst  the  kind  of  flood  control  which 
the  Trinity  Navigation  Project  offers. 
Straightening  the  channel  and  prevent¬ 
ing  water  from  spreading  into  the 
doughs  and  swamps  along  the  natural 
course  of  the  river  will  also,  they  say, 
prevent  it  from  filtering  down  into 
the  area’s  underground  water  supply 
and  merely  carry  it  along  “a  straight 
rushing,  mechanized  ditch”  where  the 
water  will  benefit  no  one  and  will 
likely  increase  flooding  problems  down 
the  line. 


River 

say,  also  encourage  people  and  in¬ 
dustry  to  move  into  the  supposedly 
protected  areas  so  that  when  floods 
do  occur  the  human  and  economic  loss 
is  higher  than  it  would  otherwise  have 
been. 

An  important  indicator  in  con¬ 
nection  with  the  economic  feasibility 
of  the  project  is  what  is  called  the 
“benefit  to  cost  ratio.”  This  is  gotten 
(albeit  not  simply)  by  dividing  the 
(estimated)  benefit  to  be  reaped  from 
the  project  by  the  (estimated)  cost  of 
the  project.  A  ratio  of  one  means  that 
the  benefit  is  equal  to  the  cost,  that  is, 
that  the  project  breaks  even.  Likewise 
a  ratio  greater  than  one  means  that  the 
benefits  outweigh  the  costs  and  a  ratio 
less  than  one  that  the  costs  outweigh 
the  benefit. 

The  Association  quotes  a  recent 
study  by  the  SMU  Economics  Depart¬ 
ment  as  saying  that  when  projections 
made  by  the  Corps  and  later  shown  to 
be  in  error  are  corrected,  then,  using 
the  Corps’s  own  formula,  the  benefit 
to  cost  ratio  comes  out  to  0.8.  In 
other  words,  the  project,  on  the  basis 
of  these  calculations,  is  expected  to 
lose  at  the  rate  of  20  cents  per  dollar 
expended. 

The  Association  is  asking  concern¬ 
ed  citizens,  especially  those  who  are  of 
voting  age,  to  write  letters  to  various 
public  officials  involved  in  the  project 
including  Sen.  Lloyd  Bentsen,  Gov. 
Preston  Smith  and  Col.  R.S.  Kristofer- 
son,  Army  Corps  of  Engineers,  Galves¬ 
ton  District,  Galveston  TX  77550, 
stating  their  opposition  to  the  Trinity 
River  Project. 

To  obtain  more  information,  you 
may  contact  Alba  Etie  through  the 
UH  Student  Association  office,  748- 
6600,  extension  1253  or  come  by  the 
information  table  which  they  will  have 
in  the  Student  Center  lobby  (near  the 
information  counter)  after  Aug.  18. 


Such  flood  control  measures,  they 
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Rapping  with  Chou 


The  follovting  first  hand  report  on 
China,  comes  from  members  of  the 
Friendship  Delegation  to  China  of  the 
Committee  of  Concerned  Asian  Schol¬ 
ars.  It  was  distributed  by  the  Alter¬ 
native  Features  Service. 

CANTON,  China  —  One  month  in 
China!  All  of  us  —  15  Americans  study¬ 
ing  China  in  Hong  Kong  —  were  stun¬ 
ned.  We’d  begun  applying  before  the 
Ping  Pong  team’s  visit,  and  now,  two 
months  later,  we  had  an  invitation  to 
spend  a  month  travelling  as  guests  of 
the  People’s  Republic  of  China. 

We  were  going  to  China  as  a  delega¬ 
tion  from  the  Committee  of  Concern¬ 
ed  Asian  Scholars  (CCAS),  a  North 
American  group  organized  three  years 
ago  to  strengthen  the  movement  a- 
gainst  the  U.S.  war  in  Indochina;  as 
we’d  said  in  applying,  our  purpose  was 
to  affirm  our  friendship  for  the  people 
of  China  and  be  able,  on  our  return,  to 
tell  the  people  of  the  United  States 
about  China.  Almost  all  of  us  speak 
Chinese;  some  had  spent  several  years 
in  Hong  Kong. 

Now  we  were  to  cross  the  border 
into  China.  In  leaving  Hong  Kong  on 
June  23,  our  destination  was  Canton; 
the  China  Travel  Service,  which  hand¬ 
les  all  foreign  guests  in  China,  hadn’t 
issued  an  itinerary  for  the  rest  of  the 
trip.  Eventually,  though,  in  our  31 
days  in  China,  we  visited  10  cities,  in¬ 
cluding  Canton,  Nanking,  Shanghai 
and  Peking. 

We  visited  the  famous  February  7 
Rolling  Stock  Plant,  the  Anti-imperial¬ 
ist  Hospital,  the  Tachai  agricultural 
commune;  factories,  communes, 
schools,  a  People’s  Liberation  Army 
unit,  hospitals  —  and  still  we  had  time 
to  see  some  of  China’s  past:  the  Great 
Wall,  the  Ming  Tombs  and  the  gardens 
of  Suchow.  We  had  discussions  with 
representatives  of  the  People’s  Rev¬ 
olutionary  Government  of  South  Viet¬ 
nam,  the  Democratic  Republic  of  Viet¬ 
nam,  the  People’s  Democratic  Re¬ 


public  of  Korea,  and  with  Prince  Noro¬ 
dom  Kihanouk  of  the  National  Union 
of  Cambodia. 

Then,  on  July  19,  while  waiting  in 
our  hotel  in  Peking,  we  received  word 
that  Premier  Chou  En-Lai  would 
honor  our  request  to  talk  with  him  — 
and  that  same  evening  we  were  in  the 
Great  Hall  of  the  People  for  four  hours 
of  discussions  with  the  Premier  of 
China. 

Chou  greeted  us  warmly  and  im¬ 
mediately  showed  he  knew  something 
about  every  one  of  us,  referring  to 
one’s  recent  illness  on  the  trip  or  an¬ 
other’s  university  position.  Dressed  in 
his  shirtsleeves,  he  was  relaxed  and 
spoke  easily  through  the  evening.  Early 
in  the  meeting,  we  asked  Premier  Chou 
what  had  changed  the  relationship  be¬ 
tween  the  Chinese  and  American  peo¬ 
ples,  so  that  we  were  now  in  Peking 
talking  with  him,  and  -  as  we  had  just 
heard  -  President  Nixon’s  request  to, 
visit  had  been  granted. 

Chou  answered,  “The  foremost 
thing  is  that  the  Chinese  and  American 
people  wish  to  exchange  visits  with 
each  other;  this  strong  desire  has  brok¬ 
en  through  the  barriers.  It’s  your 
generation,  your  era;  you  have  broken 
through  the  barriers.  And  so  with  one 
sentence  of  Chairman  Mao’s  we  in¬ 
vited  the  United  States  table  tennis 
team  that  wanted  to  come  to  visit 
China.  And  so  they  came.  The  barriers 
were  broken  through.  And  these  new 
and  friendly  contacts  are  bound  to 
continue. 

“That  is  how  the  barriers  have  been 
broken.  But  the  development  of  the 
contact  between  people,  in  itself  alone, 
is  not  enough  because  in  the  world  of 
today,  the  state  structures  of  various 
countries  still  exist.  If  there  is  no 
normalization  or  no  restoration  of  the 
relations  between  the  two  states,  then 
it  would  be  impossible  for  the  contact 
between  the  two  peoples  to  develop 
completely  unhindered.  The  govern¬ 
ments  of  the  two  countries  will  bear 


the  main  responsibilities  for  the  nor¬ 
malization  of  relations  between  the 
two  countries.  At  the  present  date,  to 
normalize  relations  we  must  contact 
those  who  are  in  authority  in  your 
country. 

When  we  asked  what  were  the  great¬ 
est  obstacles  to  this  normalization  of 
relations.  Premier  Chou  responded  by 
asking  us  what  obstacles  we  saw.  We 
referred  to  Taiwan  and  Indochina,  and 
the  Premier  said  yes,  these  were  great 
problems,  but  we  must  also  remember 
the  Korean  war  had  never  been  ended; 
that  situation  still  waited  to  be  re¬ 
solved.  Japanese  militarism  is  the 
fourth  great  obstacle,  he  said. 

Discussing  Taiwan,  Chou  emphasiz¬ 
ed  that  the  island  is  an  inalienable  part 
of  China.  “We  oppose  any  advocation 
of  a  two-China  policy,  a  one-China / 
one-Taiwan  policy,  or  any  similar 
policy.  And  if  such  a  situation  contin¬ 
ues  in  the  United  Nations,  we  will  not 
go  there.” 

In  speaking  of  Indochina,  the  Prem¬ 
ier  said,  “No  matter  whether  in  the 
U.S.  itself  or  abroad,  we  believe  the 
greatest  cry  is  for  the  U.S.  to  withdraw 
its  troops  from  Vietnam  and  the  whole 
of  Indochina,  and  not  only  troops  but 
all  military  forces  and  all  military  in¬ 
stallations.  It  might  also  be  said  that 
this  demand  is  even  stronger  than  the 
demand  to  restore  relations  between 
the  Chinese  and  American  people;  we 
believe  that  the  question  to  be  solved 
first  should  be  the  question  of  Indo¬ 
china,  and  by  doing  so  we  would  be 
satisfying  not  only  the  interests  of  the 
Indochinese  people  but  also  of  the 
people  of  the  U.S.  But  also,  we  should 
mention  that  Indochina  is  the  Indo¬ 
china  of  the  Indochinese  people  and 
we  should  respect  the  stand  of  the 
peoples  of  the  three  Indochinese 
countries.” 

Premier  Chou  asked  about  CCAS. 
Were  we  all  college  graduates?  No, 
we  answered,  but  the  majority  are. 
“Then  in  your  country,”  the  Premier 


said,  “you  would  be  considered  in¬ 
tellectuals,  and  you  have  a  heavy  re¬ 
sponsibility.  It  is  your  responsibility 
to  link  the  truth,  the  general  truth, 
with  actual  practice.  That  must  be  put 
into  implementation  through  you. 
According  to  our  experience,  it  is  al¬ 
ways  intellectuals  who  start  out,  be¬ 
cause  it  is  easier  for  them  to  accept 
revolutionary  theory,  and  revolution¬ 
ary  experience  from  books.  But  for 
the  movement  to  succeed,  you  must 
go  among  the  workers,  because  in  the 
U.S.  the  working  class  is  the  great 
majority  of  the  people.” 

At  another  point,  the  Premier  em¬ 
phasized  the  need  for  study  and  in¬ 
vestigation,  for  understanding  of  basic 
units  such  as  a  factory  or  a  farm  or  a 
school. 

A  recurring  theme  in  the  con¬ 
versation  was  that  of  American  min¬ 
orities;  Premier  Chou  expressed  great 
interest  in  any  comments  we  made, 
and  he  himself  said,  “Of  course  when 
you  go  back  you  will  introduce  even 
more  American  friends  to  us.  Some 
will  be  black  friends.  Of  course  if  you 
would  be  able  to  introduce  some 
minorities  of  the  United  States  to  us, 
we  would  be  very  thankful.” 

We  talked  of  the  struggles  of  the 
Chicanos  and  Puerto  Ricans,  and  said 
that  because  of  what  we  of  CCAS  and 
other  student  groups  were  learning 
from  the  American  minorities,  we 
were  investigating  American  imperial¬ 
ism  in  many  parts  of  the  world.  Prem¬ 
ier  Chou  replied  by  telling  us  of  a  Say¬ 
ing  in  China.  “It  is  like  trying  to  catch 
10  fleas  with  10  fingers.  When  you  are 
trying  to  catch  one  flea,  another  one 
jumps  out.  And  the  result  is  that  all  of 
them  escape.  At  the  most  you  can 
only  catch  one  flea  by  freeing  one  of 
your  hands  and  letting  go  five  fleas  in-, 
stead.  That  is  the  predicament  that 
President  Nixon  is  now  facing.  But  it 
would  be  fairer  to  say  that  it  is  not 
only  of  his  own  making  but  also  some¬ 
thing  created  by  the  system  itself.” 
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"Dare  to  Think, 
Dare  to  Act” 

(Editors  note:  the  following  are 
excerpts  from  an  article  by  Dr.  Signer, 
biologist  at  M.I.T.  and  Dr.  Galston, 
botanist  at  Yale.  They  traveled  to 
Peking  May  10  -  the  first  American 
scientists  in  over  20  years  to  visit  the 
People 's  Republic  of  China.) 

PEKING  (LNS)  -  Lying  flat  on  her 
back  on  the  operating  table  the  young 
Chinese  woman  smiled  up  at  us  as  the 
surgeon  deftly  sliced  into  her  abdomen. 
It  was  hard  to  keep  in  mind  that  the 
only  anesthetic  was  a  set  of  four  long, 
thin  needles  we  had  seen  inserted  into 
the  calves  of  her  legs  a  half  hour 
before. 

Acupuncture  —  piercing  the  body 
with  needles  at  specified  points  —  has 
been  used  in  China  for  many  hundreds 
of  years  in  dealing  with  minor  ailments 
such  as  headaches,  insomnia,  colds, 
and  backache.  Now  the  Chinese  are 
developing  new  uses  for  acupuncture, 
among  them  anesthesia. 

We  were  visiting  Number  3  Hospital 
of  Peking  Medical  College  located  in 
the  pleasantly  wooded  university  quar¬ 
ter  on  the  northwest  outskirts  of  Pek¬ 
ing.  Four  major  operations  were  under¬ 
way  with  acupuncture  as  the  only 
anesthetic:  the  removal  of  part  of  the 
stomach,  a  hernia,  excision  of  a  thy¬ 
roid  tumor,  and  removal  of  an  ovarian 
cyst. 

All  four  patients  were  conscious 
throughout  the  operations.  The  stom¬ 
ach  patient  sipped  tea  as  the  incision 
was  being  made.  The  thin  needles, 
about  two  to  three  inches  long  for 
these  operations,  were  thrust  up  to 
their  handles  into  the  body  at  spots 
marked  with  mercurochrome,  and  a 
report  of  numbness  by  the  patient  in¬ 
dicated  successful  placement. 

“The  advantages  of  acupuncture,” 
Dr.  Chu,  the  chief  of  surgery  said,  “are 
the  doctor  during  the  operation,  and 
that  complicated  equipment  is  not 
needed.  Also  there  are  none  of  the 
complications  of  chemical  anesthesia 
so  the  patients  recover  more  quickly, 
and  the  technique  is  very  safe,  especial¬ 
ly  for  old  and  weak  patients.” 

“Based  on  Chairman  Mao’s  saying, 
‘Dare  to  think,  dare  to  act’,  Kuo 
Fashang,  Chairman  of  the  hospital’s 
Revolutionary  Committee,  told  us, 
“The  doctors  in  this  hospital  have 
created  new  applications  of  acupunct¬ 
ure  by  experimenting  on  their  own 
bodies.” 


Repression  on  Taiwan 

Chiang’s  Justice 


by  William  Lewis 

(William  Lewis  is  the  pseudonym  of  a 
China  scholar  currently  conducting 
research  in  Taiwan.) 

TAIPEI,  Taiwan  (AFS)  -  The 
government  of  Chiang  Kai-shek,  which 
has  ruled  Taiwan  since  1945,  has  been 
startled  by  a  vigorous  campaign  by 
U.S.  scholars  to  free  a  Taiwanese 
citizen  from  prison. 

Ts‘ai  Mao-t‘ang,  50,  was  spirited 
away  by  one  of  Taiwan’s  secret-police 
organizations  on  April  16.  He  has 
been  held  in-communicado  for  “in¬ 
vestigation”  ever  since. 


Many  Taiwanese  have  disappeared 
in  similar  manner  in  the  past  25  years. 
The  Taiwanese  have  learned  not  to 
protest. 

Ts‘ai,  however,  is  a  respected  and 
well-liked  teacher  at  the  Inter-Univer¬ 
sity  Program  for  Chinese  Language 
Studies  in  Taipei,  where  many  of 
America’s  best  young  China  scholars 
acquire  their  language  skills.  These 
Americans  have  transformed  his  de¬ 
tention  into  an  international  cause 
celebre. 

As  a  prolific  and  well-received 
writer,  Ts’ai’s  interests  ranged  from 
the  modern  French  novel  to  Japanese 


linguistics  and  the  philosophy  of 
Herbert  Marcuse. 

In  present-day  Taiwan,  the  free¬ 
dom  of  such  people  is  short-lived.  To 
be  caught  reading  a  poem  by  Mao 
Tse-tung  or  criticizing  Sun  Yat-sen, 
“father”  of  the  ruling  Kuomintang 
party,  can  earn  a  Taiwanese  seven 
years  of  jail. 

The  young  China  scholars  rallying 
to  Mr.  Ts’ai’s  cause  have  kept  the 
Kuomintang  government  off  balance. 
Groups  of  scholars  have  trooped 
publicly  to  government  offices  to  re¬ 
quest  information  about  the  case; 
letters  of  protest  were  mailed  to  prom¬ 
inent  China  scholars  and  U.S.  congress¬ 


men;  scholars  have  peppered  home¬ 
town  and  university  newspapers  with 
letters. 

In  a  year  when  Taiwan’s  U.N.  seat 
is  under  heavy  pressure  from  the 
challenge  of  Mainland  China,  the 
Kuomintang  government  is  particular¬ 
ly  sensitive  to  international  disclosures 
of  repression  on  Taiwan. 

The  scholars’  protests  have  already 
obtained  the  concession  that  several 
U.S.  observers  will  be  allowed  at  Mr. 
Ts’ai’s  trial.  Such  trials  are  usually 
conducted  secretly  under  special  milit¬ 
ary  law.  Rarely  is  the  defendant  found 
innocent. 
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Mistrial 
For  Huey  • 

One  Fair  and 
Honest  Person 


OAKLAND  (LNS)  —  After  six  days 
of  deliberation,  the  jury  of  11  whites 
and  one  black  declared  .they  could  not 
reach  a  verdict  on  the  re-trial  of  Huey 
P.  Newton,  Black  Panther  Party  Minis¬ 
ter  of  Defense,  on  charges  of  man¬ 
slaughter. 

“Tli is  shows  that  with  at  least  one 
fair  and  honest  person,”  Huey  said 
after  the  mistrial  was  declared.  “With 
one  person  who  understands  the  black 
community,  they  can’t  convict  me.” 

The  jury  was  reported  to  have  been 
deadlocked  11  to  one  in  favor  of 
conviction,  but  it  was  believed  that  the 
lone  black  juror  was  not  the  person 
who  stubbornly  insisted  on  Huey’s 
innocence  and  held  out  for  acquittal. 

Defense  attorney  Charles  Garry 
said  that  he  was  disappointed  that 
Huey  had  not  been  acquitted.  The 
decision  shows  that  “racism  permeates 
the  courts  and  there  is  no  question 
that  a  Black  Panther  Party  member, 
especially  the  minister  of  defense,  can 
not  get  a  fair  trial.” 

Huey’s  conviction  in  September, 
1968,  was  overturned  in  May,  1970, 
because  the  judge  in  the  first  trial  had 
not  explained  to  the  jury  that  un¬ 
consciousness  was  a  defense  against 
homicide  or  manslaughter.  Huey  was 
released  last  August,  after  22  months 
of  a  2  to  15  year  sentence. 

He  claimed  that  he  fell  unconscious 
and  did  not  remember  anything  that 
happened  that  night  in  1967  after  an 
Oakland  policeman  shot  him  in  the 
stomach.  During  the  incident,  Oakland 


police  officer  John  Frey  was  killed. 
The  prosecution  charged  that  Huey 
had  a  pistol  of  his  own  and  used  Frey’s 
own  gun  to  kill  him,  although  neither 
weapon  has  ever  been  produced. 

According  to  some  of  the  jurors 
who  sat  in  the  re  trial,  the  element  of 
unconsciousness  played  a  key  role  in 
peraiading  the  lone  juror  to  hold  out 
for  acquittal  and  resulted  in  the  mis¬ 
trial. 

When  asked  if  the  case  would  be 
tried  again,  D.A.  Jensen  replied,  “We 
would  retry  a  case  like  this  under  any 
circumstances,  a  case  like  this  is  not  a 
normal  case.  It  involves  the  slaying  of 
a  police  officer  —  about  the  most 
serious  offense  that  we  can  think  of.” 

But  Charles  Garry  doesn’t  seem  to 
be  worried  about  another  trial. 

“It  should  be  obvious  to  Mr.  Jensen 
by  now  that  no  jury  is  going  to 
swallow  a  story  that  Huey  Newton  is 
guilty  of  anything  but  having  been 
at  the  wrong  place  at  the  wrong  time,” 
Garry  said.  “Officer  Frey  shot  Huey 
. . .  Huey  never  shot  anyone.” 


West  Covina,  Cal.  They  pleaded  not 
guilty  and  a  jury  trial  was  set  for 
Sept.  27. 

Bullet  -  Proof 
Glass  Replaces 
Chains  for 
Soledad  Three 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  (LNS)  -  The 
trial  of  the  Soledad  three  —  George 
Jackson,  John  Cluchette  and  Fleeta 
Drumgo  —  was  postponed  for  at  least 
two  weeks  Aug.  9.  The  defense 
succeeded  in  ousting  the  presiding 
judge  through  a  peremptory  challenge 
on  the  grounds  of  racism. 

Meanwhile,  defense  attorneys  are 
trying  to  do  something  about  the  glass 
and  wrought-iron  barricade  that  has 
been  built  across  the  courtroom  in  the 
San  Francisco  Hall  of  Justice  where 
the  three  men  will  be  on  trial  for  their 
lives. 


Marin  County  Courthouse  incident  last 
August,  when  George’s  brother,  Jon¬ 
athon  Jackson,  attempted  to  liberate 
three  San  Quentin  prisoners  on  trial  in 
the  building.  Jonathon  and  three 
others,  including  the  judge,  were  killed 
by  the  police  as  they  tried  to  escape. 

When  the  Soledad  brothers  came 
into  court  to  hear  about  the  delay,  all 
the  spectators  stood  up,  applauded 
and  gave  a  clenched  fist  salute. 

Mrs.  Jackson,  George’s  mother,  said 
she  was  not  impressed  that  the  judge 
had  stepped  down,  faced  with  a  de¬ 
fense  challenge  that  he  was  racist. 

“It  doesn’t  make  any  difference 
what  judge  we  get,”  she  said,  “they’re 
all  racist.  Ail  the  courts  in  the  U.S.  are 
racist.  If  it  was  me,  I  wouldn’t  even  go 
on  trial.” 

There  are  now  three  defense 
motions  pending  —  that  the  barricade 
be  taken  down,  that  the  three  men  be 
tried  by  a  jury  of  their  peers  (including 
inmates  and  people  under  21),  and 
that  the  jury  contain  a  proportional 
number  of  blacks,  chicanos  and  poor 
whites. 


Money  Being 
Raised  for 
Freep ’s  Freep 


LOS  ANGELES  (AFS)  -  A  collect¬ 
ive  formed  in  the  course  of  unsuccess¬ 
ful  attempts  to  seize  the  Los  Angeles 
Free  Press  from  founder  Art  Kunkin 
expects  to  publish  a  trial  issue  of  a 
competing  paper.  The  People’s  Free 
Press,  soon. 

$25,000  raised  by  a  finance  com¬ 
mittee  to  buy  the  Freep,  will  cover 
the  cost  of  publishing  a  first  issue,  but 
fund-raising  is  going  slowly,  according 
to  a  member  of  the  committee,  and 
it’s  uncertain  whether  enough  can  be 
raised  to  publish  further  issues. 


The  shield  was  built  after  defense 
attorneys  protested  the  manacles  and 
chains  pinning  the  men’s  hands  to 
chains  around  their  waists,  tethering 
their  feet  and  keeping  them  immobiliz¬ 
ed  in  chairs  during  all  of  their  previous 
courtroom  appearances. 

Built  at  a  cost  of  at  least  $50,000, 
the  five  layers  of  bullet-proof  glass 
and  heavy  black  iron  gates  are  de¬ 
signed  to  separate  the  spectators  from 
the  proceedings.  It  is  the  first  time 
such  a  device  has  been  used  in  an 
American  courtroom. 

The  three  Soledad  brothers  are 
accused  of  killing  a  white  prison  guard 
in  January,  1970.  The  guard,  John 
Mills,  was  killed  during  a  demon¬ 
stration  three  days  after  a  white  guard 
shot  into  the  prison  courtyard,  killing 
three  black  prisoners. 

Observers  here  believe  that  the  pre¬ 
trial  publicity  will  make  a  fair  trial  al¬ 
most  impossible.  The  local  press  never 
fails  to  link  the  present  trial  with  the 


Work  Strike 
And  Fast  at 
Danbury 
Prison 


DANBURY,  Conn.  —  Five  im¬ 
prisoned  war  resisters,  including  one  of 
the  Harrisburg  “Conspiracy”  defend¬ 
ants,  began  a  fast  and  work  stoppage 
in  the  federal  penitentiary  here  Aug.  6. 

A  statement  issued  by  the  resisters 
demanded  the  release  of  Father  Daniel 
Berrigan,  S.J.,  and  an  early  review  of 
the  parole  application  of  his  brother. 
Father  Philip  Berrigan,  S.S.J. 

(Both  men  were  jailed  after  they 
were  convicted  of  destroying  draft 
files  in  Catonsville,  Md.  Father  Philip 
is  also  under  federal  indictment  in 


The  committee’s  offers  to  buy  the 
Freep  from  its  new  owner,  thrice- 
convicted  pornographer  Marvin  Miller, 
are  being  ignored.  They  still  hope  a 
combination  of  creditors  will  throw 
Kunkin  into  involuntary  bankruptcy, 
thus  presumably  making  the  Freep 
available  for  purchase  at  a  low  price, 
but  Kunkin  appears  to  have  found 
financial  support. 

Earlier,  a  Southern  California  mail¬ 
ing  firm  refused  to  distribute  20,000 
Freep  subscription  copies  because  Kun¬ 
kin  had  failed  to  pay  the  Freep’s  bills; 
the  mailer  was  finally  paid  last  week. 

Art  Kunkin,  meanwhile,  still  clings 
to  editorial  control  of  the  Los  Angeles 
Free  Press,  despite  harsh  criticism 
from  community  members,  organized 
efforts  to  throw  him  into  bankruptcy, 
and  a  recent  arrest  on  charges  of 
publishing  pornography.  Founder  Kun¬ 
kin  admitted  that  ownership  of  the 
Freep  has  passed  to  mysterious  strang¬ 
ers  but,  without  trying  to  answer 
charges  of  having  sold  out  to  the 
“Porno  Mafia,”  he  said:  “Who  formal¬ 
ly  owns  anything  has  never  concerned 
me  so  much  as  who  controls.” 

Kunkin  and  Marvin  Miller  were 
arrested  July  20  for  printing  an  issue 
of  San  Francisco  Ball  at  Alfred’s  Print¬ 
ing  Company,  a  Kunkin  enterprise. 
(Miller  leased  and  then  sold  Alfred’s 
to  Kunkin  for  notes  against  the  Free 
Press  on  which  he  later  foreclosed.  In¬ 
formed  sources  say  the  Internal  Rev¬ 
enue  Service  will  auction  Alfred’s 
Aug.  25  for  unpaid  withholding  taxes.) 

Kunkin  and  Miller  were  arraigned 
July  25  in  Citrus  Municipal  Court, 


1  Attention ,  Phreeks : 

J  How  to  Defend  Yourself 
J  Against  Ma  Bell 

I  NEW  YORK  (YIP)  —  The  Bell  System  is  the  biggest  ripoff  monopoly  in  the 
|  world.  It  charges  exorbitant,  ever-increasing  rates,  and  collects  taxes  for  the  war 
|  machine.  It  treats  its  employees  like  robots  requiring  operators  to  raise  their 
j  hands  to  ask  permission  to  go  to  the  bathroom  and  paying  pensions  to  em- 
I  ployees  who  retire  after  40  years  that  are  less  than  welfare  checks. 

|  AT&T  is  the  only  company  allowed  to  send  up  satellites  via  government 
|  rockets;  Bell  has  exclusive  rights  to  overseas  call  revenues. 

I  When  the  operator  says  “65  cents  for  the  first  three  minutes  plus  tax,  sir,” 
f  do  you  know  how  much  tax  you’re  going  to  pay?  A  few  per  cent,  maybe,  like 
i  sales  tax?  Not  quite.  Fifteen  per  cent!  But  of  course  this  is  not  advertised  as 
j  much  as  Bell  being  an  “equal  opportunity  employer.” 

|  After  one  year  of  terrible  business,  so  they  said,  the  assets  of  AT&T  myster- 
|  iously  jumped  from  43  billion  to  49  billion  dollars.  General  Motors  has  around 
1 14  billion.  Can  you  dig  it? 

I  But  what  can  you  do? 

|  Well,  for  one  thing,  you  can  join  our  mailing  list  of  phreeks  (phone  freaks) 
j  who  want  to  protect  our  great  country  from  itself.  Regular  newsletters  crammed 
j  with  goodies  will  be  sent  to  all  who  are  interested. 

j  What  are  goodies?  The  credit  card  system,  updated  info  on  it  when  it  changes, 
|  how  to  support  War  Tax  Resistance,  how  to  install  extension  phones,  complete 
J  plans  for  anti-bugging  devices  and  others,  how  to  rip  off  phone  trucks,  installing 
I  conference  lines  free,  how  to  save  money  on  all  your  calls,  phone  booth  survival 
|  tips,  recording  phone  calls  for  your  protection,  and  much,  much  more. 

( 

I 

Our  address  is:  Youth  International  Party  Line,  Room  504,  152  W  42,  New 
•York,  N.Y.  10036. 


A  year  of  newsletters  (at  least  six)  will  cost  you  one  dollar,  but  please  help 
by  sending  a  stamped,  self-addressed  envelope,  too.  Send  letters  and  questions, 
‘cause  well  have  a  whole  column  to  deal  with  them. 
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Harrisburg,  Pa.,  for  taking  part  in  an 
alleged  conspiracy  to  kidnap  President¬ 
ial  advisor  Henry  A.  Kissinger  and  to 
bomb  the  heating  ducts  of  federal 
office  buildings  in  Washington.) 

They  also  called  for  the  “shutting 
down”  of  the  tiger-cage  prison  cells 
now  under  construction  on  Con  Son 
Island,  South  Vietnam. 

The  five  called  for  changes  in  U.S. 
federal  parole  procedures  that  would 
allow  prisoners  to  see  the  contents  of 
their  parole  files  prior  to  their  hearings. 
They  asked  that  prisoners  be  notified 
of  parole  board  decisions  within  two 
weeks  of  the  hearing  and  that  the 
reason  for  negative  parole  decisions  be 
officially  stated. 

The  five  resisters  include  John  Bach, 
Eddie  Gersh,  Ted  Glick,  Tom  Hosmer 
and  David  Malament.  Glick  is  one  of 
the  eight  under  indictment  in  Harris¬ 
burg  on  the  Kissinger  conspiracy 
charges.  The  other  four  are  in  prison 
for  refusing  to  cooperate  with  the 
Selective  Service  System.  Two  state¬ 
ments  from  the  five  were  obtained  to¬ 
day,  one  addressed  “to  our  fellow  in¬ 
mates”,  the  other  to  the  general  public. 

In  the  statement  to  inmates,  they 
stated,  “Dan  was  told  (by  the  parole 
board)  to  do  his  whole  bit  despite  the 
fact  that  his  health  has  gotten  worse 
and  there  is  a  chance  he  could  die  in 
prison.”  In  June,  Father  Daniel  Berri- 
gan  nearly  died  of  massive  allergic 
shock.  More  recently,  prison  doctors 
have  found  the  functioning  of  his 
kidneys  is  impaired. 

“The  parole  board’s  behavior  was, 
however,”  they  said,  “very  typical  .  .  . 
We  all  know  that  to  have  the  best 
chance  of  making  parole  one  must  act 
like  an  obedient  slave;  that  we  are  not 
told  what  information  goes  into  our 
files  for  the  parole  board  to  see;  and 
that  often  we  must  wait  many  months 
to  hear  back.  In  short  we,  as  were  the 
Berrigans,  are  treated  ...  as  less-than- 
human  and  less-than-men.” 

“As  a  result  we  are  beginning  a 
hunger  strike  and  work  strike  and  will 
go  to  the  hole  until  action  is  taken  on 
the  .  ,  .  demands  .  .  .We  ask  you,  our 
fellow  inmates,  to  consider  joining  us 
by  refusing  to  work,  refusing  to  eat, 
and  by  joining  us  in  the  hole  as  free 
men.” 

The  statement  to  the  public,  after 
a  more  detailed  explanation  of  the  de¬ 
mands,  addressed  itself  to  “all  sectors 
of  the  anti-war  movement.” 

“The  government,”  they  said,  “will 
take  our  demands  seriously  only  if 
you  take  them  seriously.  We  prisoners 
can  only  hope  to  raise  the  issues  by 
putting  ourselves  on  the  line,  in  the 
hope  you  will  respond.” 

“We  prisoners,”  they  concluded, 
“have  chosen  our  way  of  resistance. 
We  ask  you  to  join  us,  in  whatever 
way  courage  or  outrage,  or  the  voice 
of  God  and  man,  may  suggest  to  you.” 


Women’s 

Political 

Caucus 

Created 


More  than  300  women  met  in 
Washington,  D.C.,  on  July  10-11,  to 
form  the  women’s  National  Political 
Caucus,  according  to  Linda  Jenness  in 
the  Militant. 

Initiators  of  the  caucus  included, 
among  others,  Rep.  Bella  Abzug 
(D-N-Y.),  Betty  Friedan,  Gloria  Stein- 
em.  Rep.  Shirley  Chisholm  (D-N.Y.); 
Nancy  Banning  and  Virginia,  Cairns  of 
the  Women's  Unit  of  the  Office  of 
Gov.  Nelson  Rockefeller;  Virginia 
Allen,  president  of  Nixon’s  Task  Force 
on  Women’s  Rights;  several  officers  of 
the  National  Organization  for  Women; 
representatives  from  the  National 
Council  of  Negro  Women;  Women 


Strike  for  Peace;  and  National  Welfare 
Rights  Organization. 

Their  Statement  of  Purpose  states: 
“We  will  rally  national  support  for  the 
campaigns  of  women  candidates  — 
federal,  state,  and  local  —  who  declare 
themselves  ready  to  fight  for  the  needs 
of  women  and  of  all  under-represented 
groups.  We  will  confront  our  own 
party  structures,  and,  when  necessary, 
cross  party  lines  in  support  of  such 
women  candidates.” 


Handy  Guide 
to 

Home  Health 

BURLINGTON,  Vt.  (LNS)  ~  The 
Home  Health  Handbook,  a  134  page 
guide  to  rural  medicine  and  sanitation, 
is  organized  with  a  commitment  to  pre- 


ventitive  medicine  and  educating  peo¬ 
ple  to  that  they  can  become  medically 
self-reliant.  It  includes  chapters  on 
hepatitis,  dental  health,  safe  canning, 
home  delivery  of  babies,  first  aid  for 
wounds  and  burns,  tetanus,  nutrition, 
communal  diseases  and  many  others. 

Also  included  with  the  handbook 
are  three  pamphlets:  Modern  Methods 
of  Birth  Control,  Emergency  Child¬ 
birth  and  Family  Guide  to  Emergency 
Health  Care.  Send  $2  per  copy  to  the 
Home  Health  Handbook,  c/o  BEAM, 
152  Church  St.,  Burlington,  Vt.,  ' 
05401  or  call  (802)  864-0449. 
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Doing  Their  Thing 


If  you  will  return  to  your  princi¬ 
ples  and  ( he  worship  of  reason,  within 
ten  days  you  will  seem  a  God  to  those 
to  whom  you  arc  now  a  beast  and  an 
Ape. 

From  Marcus  Aurelius  Meditations 


I  have  seen  in  my  travels  in  the  head¬ 
lines  of  many  “underground”  news¬ 
papers,  the  use  of  the  word  “PIG”  in 
reference  to  the  police.  In  my  heart¬ 
felt  opinion  this  description  is  really 
most  unfair.  TO  THE  PIG  THAT  IS. 
For  after  all  we  all  know  that  a  Pig 
is  a  poor  dumb  beast,  quite  harmless, 
that  is  fattened  by  man.  Killed  and 
put  into  the  pot.  He  harms  not  us 
Mortals.  Now  really  does  that  des¬ 
cribe  the  most  appalling  creature  to 
blight  our  land  today,  the  SADISTIC 
COP? 

A  Policeman  is  NOT  a  dumb  beast. 
At  birth  he  was  provided  with  a  mind 
to  think  and  reason  with.  He  has  emo¬ 
tions,  and  is  capable  of  knowing  right 
from  wrong.  My  first  year  (UCLA) 
psychology  taught  me  the  meaning  of 
sadism.  “THE  GETTING  OF  PLEA¬ 
SURE  FROM  MISTREATING  OTH¬ 
ERS.”  However  this  does  not  have  to 
mean  a  dadistic  person  is  insane. 

In  today’s  courts  psychiatrists  are 
brought  in  to  testify,  by  both  the  de¬ 
fense  and  the  prosecution  to  deter¬ 
mine  if  a  murder  suspect  is  sane  or 
insane.  Does  he  know  right  from 
wrong?  Does  he  feel  guilt  or  no  guilt 
for  his  crime?  A  thin  line  between  san¬ 
ity  and  insanity.  If  found  insane,  he 
may  not  stand  trial.  But  must  be  com- 
mited  for  psychiatric  treatment. 

Thus,  if  a  police  officer  who  has  tak¬ 
en  an  oath  to  defend  the  citizens  who 
pay  him,  equipped  with  a  gun,  club, 
vehicles  of  shakle  (hand  cuffs)  the  au¬ 
thority  to  use  them.  Goes  out  and 
commits  MAYHEM  on  the  same  citi¬ 
zen  he  has  promised  to  protect,  is  he 
INSANE  OR  SADISTIC? 

To  say  insane  would  be  easy.  A  pro¬ 
per  little  niche.  But  a  complete  cop 
out.  For  any  officer  who  uses  his  auth¬ 
ority,  his  badge,  his  power  to  beat  or 
harass  anyone  is  merely  a  SADIST. 
He  knows  it  is  wrong  both  legally  and 
morally.  But  what  is  a  sadist  but  the 
little  BULLY  BOY  we  all  knew  some¬ 
time  while  growing  up.  But  who  usual¬ 
ly  grows  out  of  his  nasty  little  ways. 
But  an  officer  bully  only  grew  physi¬ 
cally,  without  growing  mentally. 

People  who  practice  sadism  really 
enjoy  it.  Watch  facial  expressions  in 
the  next  riot  pictures  you  see  on  T.V. 

I  saw  Watts,  the  Christians  to  the 
Lions.  It  feeds  the  terrible  need,  the 
sadist  needs  to  inflict  pain. 

Power  is  a  heady  wine.  But  why 
then  is  it  possible  for  the  English  bob¬ 
by  to  walk  through  the  worst  possible 
neighborhoods  of  London  armed  only 
with  a  night  stick  and  a  whistle?  I  en¬ 
joyed  rapping  with  these  really  groovy 
men  who  inspire  respect,  not  fear. 

But  after  all  is  said  the  fact  remains. 
Our  country  was  built  on  violence. 
More  and  more  each  day  we  become  a 
people  in  fear  of  the  law.  Our  young 
people  are  harassed.  Long  hair  alone 
can  bring  down  all  kinds  of  hate.  Our 
down  trodden  citizens.  Black,  White, 
Borwn,  are  singled  out  for  unfair  chas¬ 
tisement.  Homosexuals  are  treated  as 
if  they  invented  sin. 

It  is  an  unhappy  enough  situation 
to  live  in  a  ghetto.  But  to  be  so  hated, 
scorned,  and  mistreated  for  being  for¬ 
ced  to  live  in  rat  infested  fire  traps  in 
the  richest  country  in  the  world  is 
BARBARIAN.  Poverty  is  no  sin.  It 
is  a  grave  misfortune  forced  on  mil¬ 


lions  of  American  citizens.  The  only 
sin  connected  is  the  treatment  of  these 
unfortunates. 

Poor  people  of  any  race,  creed,  or 
color  have  pride.  But  it  appears  to  me 
that  these  are  the  ones  who  bear  the 
brunt  of  the  SADIST  COP.  Not  the 
rich  family  ill  Houston,  but  the 
poor  family  in  the  ghetto. 

We  have  by  turning  our  backs  on 
our  brothers  so  enslaved  them  that  as 
human  beings  we  are  back  in  THE 
DARK  AGES.  Not  only  our  brothers 
and  sisters  who  live  in  putrid  poverty, 
but  all  the  working  people  who  per¬ 
form  their  daily  menial  tasks  that  al¬ 
low  the  rich  to  sit  safely  guarded, 
downing  all  who  are  less  fortunate.  If 
it  were  not  for  the  menial  tasks  done 
by  the  middle  class  and  the  lower  mid¬ 
dle  class,  how  then  could  the  rich  live 
in  their  grand  manner?  The  “BEAU¬ 
TIFUL  PEOPLE”  -  -  FUNGO  .  They 
can  afford  to  praise  the  law.  They 
own  it.  In  all  my  life  long  travels  I 
have  yet  to  see  a  cop  pounding  a  dude 
in  a  Rolls  Royce. 

What  can  you  do?  Get  off  your 
butts.  Get  petitions  signed  protesting 
ALL  pernicious  acts  against  all  citizens 
WRITE  AND  MAIL  these  petitions 
and  letters  till  government  buildings 
burst.  Write  Congressmen,  Senators, 
Governors,  and  above  all  write  TRIC- 
KIE  DICKIE  NIXON.  They  ALL 
want  to  be  relected  (God  forbid). 

We  Californians  moved  mountains 
on  the  West  Coast.  We  even  went  after 
RONNIE  POPULAR  REAGAN  and  al¬ 
most  made  impeachment.  We  pushed 
thru  some  excellent  legislation.  We 
got  higher  wages.  But  we  fought  like 
hell  and  hung  together.  I  have  been 
kidded  by  a  lot  of  people  here  about 
being  from  “THE  LAND  OF  THE 
FRUITS  AND  NUTS.”  You  better 
believe  it.  ORANGES  AND  WAL¬ 
NUTS  .  I  have  had  people  rave  hours 
on  end  about  our  Welfare  System.  But 
I  would  rather  feed  with  my  tax  mon¬ 
ey  every  “GRIFFTER”  who  walks 
across  the  state  line  than  to  let  one  de¬ 
serving  family  go  hungry.  I  am  a  na¬ 
tive  of  the  most  liberal  and  over  popu¬ 
lated  state  in  the  union.  I  am  proud  of 
never  having  seen  a  segregated  school. 
And  glad  I  had  the  opportunity  to 
know  people  from  everywhere  on 
earth.  I  am  proud  of  my  own  people 
the  Italians.  For  pride  like  bread  man 
needs  to  survive. 

Today’s  youth  are  “THE  BEAUTI¬ 
FUL  PEOPLE.”  I  am  sick  to  death  of 
hearing  about  the  minute  per  cent  of 
losers.  Youth  of  all  races  are  aching 
to  be  heard.  Some  have  dropped  out. 
But  they  can  drop  back  in  with  a  little 
help.  Dropping  out  behind  smack  or 
whatever  personal  hang  up  you  have  is 
not  the  answer.  Nor  is  lopping  a  few 
crummy  home  made  bombs,  or  wreck¬ 
ing  a  cop  car,  or  tossing  a  few  rocks.  I 
feel  violent  myself  at  times  but  on 
most  occasions  have  been  able  to  over¬ 
come  it.  Your  ideals  are  fine  but  you 
need  motivation  and  one  SAME  goal. 
You  want  to  give  the  power  back  to 
the  people.  We  want  it  back.  All  but 
the  chosen  few  are  uptight.  You  are 
tired  of  War.  We  are  tired  of  sending 
our  sons  and  dear  ones  to  war.  We  who 
are  of  Liberal  minds  want  the  same 
things  you  want.  Choose  your  John 
Hancocks  and  Lincolns  and  get  at  it. 

The  whip  has  been  removed  from 
the  “MASSAS”  hand.  You  can  now 
vote.  Your  country  needs  you.  Take 
it  back. 

“ THE  BEST  WAY  OF  AVENG¬ 
ING  YOURSELF,  IS  NOT  TO  BE¬ 
COME  LIKE  THE  WRONGDOER ” 

Marcus  Aurelius  Meditations 

-  -  Tina  Ferrari 


The  Whole  You 


Cooking 

Grains 


by  Saundra  Wrye 

People  are  discovering  how  harm¬ 
ful  refined  sugar  and  devitalized  in¬ 
dustrialized  foods  are  .  .  .  and  more 
and  more  food  manufacturers  are 
switching  to  growing  organic  grains, 
beans  and  vegetables.  They  are  so  easy 
to  find,  if  you  just  look.  Cooking  them 
well  is  not  at  all  difficult,  if  you  have 
the  time.  And  why  wouldn’t  you  have 
the  time  to  spend  making  yourself  a 
high  quality  spirit? 

If  you  don’t  already  know  about 
the  economy  in  cooking  grains,  I  will 
tell  you.  Most  organic  grains  (whole) 
do  not  cost  more  than  30  cents  a 
pound.  If  you’re  paying  more,  some¬ 
body’s  exploiting  you  for  profit!  Look 
for  whole  brown  rice,  whole  barley, 
millet,  rye,  buckwheat,  oats  and  com. 
Invest  in  a  hand  flour  mill  and  grind 
these  grains  into  good  flours  just  be¬ 
fore  you  make  your  breads.  You  will 
be  delighted  with  the  flavors  —  you’re 
missing  them  in  already -milled  flours. 

Most  of  the  nutrients  (about  50  per 
cent)  are  lost  24  hours  after  a  whole 
grain  has  been  ground  into  flour.  That 
is  if  the  flour  was  refrigerated!  So,  to 
be  sure,  grind  your  own.  Or,  simplest 
of  all,  simply  cook  the  whole  grains. 
Except  for  com,  which  doesn’t  soften 
very  easily  after  it  is  dried,  all  whole 
grains  when  cooked  with  salt  and 
water  or  soup  broths,  are  the  most 
delicious  food  and  the  simplest.  They 
complement  any  vegetable  and  be¬ 
come  addicting,  for  they  balance  what¬ 
ever  other  foods  you  like.  To  become 
a  whole  person,  you  need  whole  grains 
every  day. 

For  economy  and  nutrition,  beans 
are  second  only  to  whole  grains.  There 
are  so  many!  Try  them  all.  Aduki 
beans  from  northern  Japan  are  the 
most  expensive,  but  they  are  also  the 
smallest,  therefore  you  can  eat  them 
more  often.  Lentils  are  delicious  in 
soups  —  either  the  red  or  the  green 
variety.  Pintos  and  Soybeans  are  well- 
known  and  probably  the  most  often 
cooked. 

My  favorite  is  the  staple  from  the 
Middle  East,  the  Chick-Pea,  or  Gar- 
banzo  Bean.  They  are  hard  as  rocks, 
but  after  soaking  them  and  cooking 
for  quite  a  while,  yield  a  most  de¬ 
licious  dish.  Split  green  peas  are  simply 
cooked  until  they  fall  apart,  and  be¬ 
come  a  creamy  soup  (with  the  add¬ 
ition  of  a  few  spices,  it  is  called  Dhall 
in  India  and  eaten  daily).  Don’t  forget 
our  native  black-eyed  peas  and  limas, 
which  don’t  take  very  long  to  cook. 

With  most  beans  it  helps  to  soak 
them  for  at  least  three  hours;  with 
others  it  may  take  longer.  Lentils 
don’t  require  soaking  and  cook  very 
quickly.  All  beans  seem  to  enjoy  being 


cooked  with  sauteed  chopped  onions 
and  perhaps  garlic. 

If  you’ve  never  made  your  own 
bread  you  are  missing  a  lot!  In  our 
family  we  bake  unyeasted  bread  quite 
often  for  it  is  the  easiest  and  most 
nutritious,  we  believe.  We  have  found 
that  yeasted  bread  is  a  special  occasion 
and  we  save  it  for  parties  or  very 
special  guests.  Unleavened  bread  is  not 
as  light  and  airy  as  yeasted  bread  but 
is  a  very  sweet  bread  when  thoroughly 
chewed.  It  retains  the  full  flavor  of  the 
freshly  ground  grains. 

RIGHTEOUS  BREAD 

Use  freshly  ground  flour  if  possible; 
if  not,  use  any  organically  grown  stone 
flour  you  can  find. 

Whole  wheat  flour  is  always  the 
basis  of  breads  because  of  its  elasticity 
when  the  gluten  is  developed  by  knead¬ 
ing.  Please  vary  your  breads  as  you 
discover  new  combinations  of  flours, 
but  try  not  to  use  more  than  3-4 
different  kinds.  The  best  breads  are 
the  simplest.  My  favorite  combination 
is 

2  cups  whole  wheat  flour 

I  cup  brown  rice  flour 

1  cup  rolled  oats 

4  Tablespoons  unrefined  corn  oil 
or 

2  Tablespoons  unrefined  corn  oil 

&  2  Tablespoons  sesame  butter 

'A  teaspoon  seasalt 

Mix  the  flours  &  oats  well.  Add  seasalt 
and  mix  again.  (Salt  is  a  matter  of  in¬ 
dividual  need,  so  if  you  like,  you  may 
use  more  or  less.)  Add  the  oil  a  table¬ 
spoonful  at  a  time,  rubbing  the  flours 
and  oil  together  with  the  palms  of 
your  hands.  Add  the  Sesame  butter 
last,  if  used,  and  treat  it  the  same  as 
the  oil. 

Now,  add  just  enough  water  to 
make  an  easily  worked  dough.  If  you 
add  too  much  water,  simply  add  more 
whole  wheat  flour.  Knead  the  dough 
well,  until  it  becomes  smooth.  Set 
the  dough  in  a  bowl  covered  with  a 
damp  cloth.  You  may  let  it  sit  out 
overnight  or  all  day.  During  this  rest¬ 
ing  period  the  bran  of  the  whole  wheat 
will  absorb  the  oil  and  water  and  it 
will  expand,  causing  the  bread  to  rise 
when  it  is  baked.  The  longer  it  rests, 
the  lighter  a  bread  you  will  have.  (It’s 
not  yeasted  bread,  so  don’t  expect  a 
fluffy  light  loaf!) 

After  the  rest  period,  knead  it  a  few 
more  minutes  and  perhaps  shape  it  in¬ 
to  interesting  sculptures.  (At  our 
restaurant  we  baked  this  bread  daily 
and  our  most  inventive  baker  would 
“sculpt”  the  dough  into  faces,  hands, 
and  once,  a  most  grotesque  nose!  It  is 
quite  amusing  and  fun!) 

Or,  simply  make  a  nice  round  loaf 
and  place  it  on  an  oiled  baking  sheet 
and  place  in  a  cold  oven.  Turn  the 
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oven  to  350  degrees  and  bake  for  an 
hour  and  a  half,  or  until  the  outside  is 
quite  firm  and  the  bottom  is  brown. 
Excellent  variations  on  the  above  re¬ 
cipe  are  up  to  you,  but  you  might 
try  these: 

2  cups  whole  wheat  flour 
2  cups  corn  meal 
salt  &  oil  (usually  I  Tablespoon 
oil  &  1/8-14  teaspoon  salt  per 
cup  of  Pour) 

♦  *  m 

2  cups  whole  wheat  Pour 
2  cups  rye  Pour 
2  Tablespoons  caraway  seeds 
salt  &  oil 


2  cups  whole  wheat  Pour 
I  cups  corn  meal 
1  cup  buckwheat  pour 
%  cup  raisins,  chopped 
I  Tablespoon  cinnamon 
salt  c£  oil 


browned  millet,  salt  and  the  boiling 
water.  Cover  tightly  and  simmer  for 
25-30  minutes.  Continue  stirring 
occasionally. 

Delicious!  You  might  add  some 
chopped  parsley  a  few  minutes  before 
the  end  and  perhaps  a  handful  of 
roasted  walnuts,  chopped.  You  won’t 
believe  how  good  this  is. 

BULGHUR  (a  roasted  wheat  product) 

1  cup  bulghur 

2  cups  boiling  water 
l  Tablespoon  oil 

%  teaspoon  seasalt 

Saute  the  bulghur  in  oil  for  five  minut¬ 
es  stirring  constantly.  Add  salt  and 
boiling  water,  cover,  lower  flame  and 
simmer  for  10  minutes.  Serve  with 

ONION  SAUCE 

(You  may  want  to  double  this  sauce 
and  keep  it  refrigerated  for  use  on 
other  grains,  such  as  brown  rice) 


418  Milam  (by  market 
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Two  of  our  favorite  grain  dishes  are 
the  following: 

MILLET  N  ONIONS 

I  cup  whole  millet 
I  onion  chopped 
!4  teaspoon  seasalt 

3  Tablespoons  unrepned  oil 
(olive  or  corn) 

4  cups  boiling  water 

Place  the  millet  in  a  dry  iron  skillet 
and  let  it  brown  a  little,  stirring  con¬ 
stantly.  When  it  is  turning  color  and 
has  a  nutty  fragrance,  remove  from 
the  pan.  In  the  same  skillet  add  oil  and 
saute  onions  til  transparent.  Add_ 


/  medium  onion  (sliced  thin) 

2  tablespoons  unrepned  olive  oil 
2  tablespoons  Pour  ( whole  wheat, 
wholewheat  pastry  or  unbleach¬ 
ed  white) 

1  cup  water 

%  teaspoon  salt 

2  teaspoon  Tamari  soy  sauce 

Heat  oil.  Saute  onions  until  golden. 
Blend  in  flour  and  continue  to  saute 
until  the  flour  begins  to  change  color 
(don’t  let  it  brown  too  much).  Grad¬ 
ually  add  cold  water  stirring  con¬ 
stantly.  Lower  flame  and  simmer  10 
minutes.  Add  Tamari  soy  sauce  and 
simmer  a  few  minutes  longer. 

Bon  Appetit! 


mmm 

Movies 


PAGE  12  /  SPACE  CITY! »: 


Mankind  is  in  danger  of  extinction. 
His  merciless,  cunning  competitor:  the 
insect.  Sound  like  a  familiar  plot  for  a 
science  fiction  movie?  Absolutely 
wrong.  The  Hellstrom  Chronicle  is  a 
carefully  authenticated,  magnificently 
photographed  documentary. 

The  thesis  proposed  by  the  picture 
is  this:  if  we  aren’t  very  careful,  insects 
will  inherit  the  earth  instead  of  us. 
Insect  borne  diseases  are  the  number 
one  killers  of  man.  There  is  already 
tremendous  competition  with  insects 
for  food.  Our  attempts  to  battle  our 
tiny  adversary  with  chemicals  have 
backfired,  for  he  rapidly  becomes  im¬ 
mune  to  whatever  poisons  we  can 
concoct. 

Meanwhile,  those  poisons  are  kill¬ 
ing  lots  of  other  living  things,  and,  via 
the  food  chain,  they  are  killing  man 
himself.  Our  brains  appear  to  be  our 
biggest  handicap  in  the  battle  for 
survival. 

Here’s  a  sample  quote  from  the 
picture:  “Today,  as  most  other  animal 
species  are  diminishing  in  population, 
only  two  —  MAN  and  INSECT  —  are 
definitely  on  the  increase.  Man,  be¬ 
cause  he  is  the  only  creature  able  to 
change  his  environment,  and  the  insect, 
because  he  is  the  only  creature  who 
can  adapt  to  any  changes  man  can 
make.” 

But  we  aren’t  the  only  ones  with 
technology.  “Fifty  million  years  be¬ 
fore  the  first  bird  appeared  on  earth, 
the  insect  had  accomplished  flight.” 
“The  African  termite  carefully  cul¬ 
tivates  an  underground  mushroom 
garden  for  its  food  supply.”  “When 
one  bee  finds  a  rich  bounty  of  nectar, 
she  shares  it  with  all.  In  a  dance  of 
exacting  language,  she  informs  the 
tribe  of  its  precise  location  —  the 
distance,  the  direction,  even  the  par¬ 
ticular  variety  of  flower.” 

Insects  are  simply  better  equipped 
for  survival.  They  are  better  engineer¬ 
ed  physically  and  they  are  the  most 
adaptable  creatures  on  the  face  of  the 
earth.  Furthermore,  the  survival  of  the 
species  is  the  most  important  thing  for 


The  Hellstrom  Chronicle  is  billed 
as  “science  fact”  rather  than  science 
fiction,  and  therein  lies  a  great  deal  of 
subterfuge. 

The  problem  is  this:  there  is  NO 
SUCH  THING  AS  “SCIENCE  FACT” 
—  only  more  or  less  useful  hypotheses 
based  on  more  or  less  accurate  ob¬ 
servations.  All  claims  to  Truth  are 
phony. 

The  Hellstrom  Chronicle  is  nar¬ 
rated  by  a  self-proclaimed  “fanatic” 
of  a  scientist,  one  Nils  Hellstrom,  MS, 
PhD,  a  man  whose  “obsession”  with 
insects  has  cost  him  almost  everything. 
Hellstrom,  fortunately  or  unfortunate¬ 
ly,  is  not  a  real  scientist  at  all  but  an 
actor  with  no  compunctions  about 
mouthing  some  of  the  most  ridiculous 
and  inconsistent  gibberish  it  has  ever 
been  my  misfortune  to  hear. 

Some  of  what  he  says  is  obviously 
fabrication  (such  as  his  implication 
that  insects  lived  on  the  earth  at  a  time 
when  there  was  no  oxygen  in  the 
atmosphere). 

Most  of  it  is  simply  distorted  or 
unproven.  Examples  abound,  but  I 
will  only  list  a  few: 

Hellstrom  asserts  flatly  that  insects 
have  no  emotions.  It  is  unclear  just 
what  he  means  by  “emotions;”  by 
some  definitions,  it  is  quite  likely  that 
insects  do  have  emotions  (fear,  sex 
drive)  but  doubtful  that  they  have  any 
thoughts  at  all  that  a  human  would 
recognize  as  emotion  (love,  hate,  ex¬ 
istential  crises).  At  any  rate,  Hell¬ 
strom  is  inconsistent  on  this  point;  he 
constantly  ascribes  human  emotions 
to  the  activities  of  insects  (speaking, 
for  example,  of  the  “loyalty”  of  cer¬ 
tain  social  insects  to  the  queen). 

Standing  in  front  of  a  large  com¬ 
puter,  which  he  claims  is  being  used 
to  study  insect  brain  function,  Hell¬ 
strom  coyly  implies  that  insect  brains 
are  more  complex  than  man’s  com¬ 
puters.  This  is  probably  true,  but  the 
fact  that  computers  are  used  to  study 
them  is  no  proof;  computers  are  also 
used  to  sort  checks.  (Are  checks  smart¬ 
er  than  computers?) 


Hellstrom ’s  view  of  the  evolution¬ 
ary  process  is  a  strange  one.  He  ex¬ 
plains  the  insects’  survival  in  terms  of 
their  indomitable  “will  to  survive,”  a 
concept  which  most  biologists  would 
consider  hogwash.  Will  to  survive 
means  precious  little  in  nature;  it  is 
ability  to  survive,  a  very  different 
thing,  which  counts. 

Enough  is  enough.  What  is  most 
regrettable  about  the  movie  is  that  it 
might  have  been  brilliant.  The  be¬ 
havior  of  insects  is  captured  magnific¬ 
ently  on  film.  The  central  thesis  —  that 
insects  are  better  adapted  for  survival 
than  man  —  is  a  valid  one,  and  very 
likely  correct  (although  only  time  will 
tell). 

With  the  footage  he  had,  Walon 
Green  could  have  made  a  movie  solidly 
based  in  science,  understandable  and 
genuinely  frightening.  By  inventing 
Nils  Hellstrom,  fanatic,  and  filling  his 
mouth  with  idiocy.  Green  shows  his 
contempt  for  science,  his  audience, 
and  insects  everywhere. 

—  Bryan  Baker 


New  Light 
on  a 
Legend 

“Doc"  showing  at  Memorial,  Loew's 
State  and  Loew's  Sharpstown;  with 
Stacy  Keach  as  John  (Doc)  Holliday, 
Harris  Yulin  as  Wyatt  Earp  and  Faye 
Dunaway  as  Kate  Elder;  produced  and 
directed  by  Frank  Perry. 

Frank  Perry  and  company  have 
tried  to  cast  new  light  on  the  Doc 
Holliday/Wyatt  Earp  legend  by  con¬ 
centrating  on  Doc  —  his  relationship 
with  Earp,  his  career  as  “the  best  there 
is”  gunslinger  and  gambler  and,  most 


important,  the  consumption  of  which 
he  is  slowly  dying. 

Now  clothe  Stacy  Keach  in  black 
and  open  the  movie  with  a  windy 
black  night  scene  in  which  Doc  stumb¬ 
les  into  a  small  Mexican  bar  in  “the 
asshole  of  the  West”  and  proceeds  to 
win  Kate  Elder  from  a  cowboy  (Ike 
Clanton,  as  it  is  later  revealed)  in  a 
game  of  5-card  stud,  and  already 
you’re  convinced  that  this  is  not 
merely  a  remake  of  the  ‘50s  “Gunfight 
at  OK  Corral.” 

The  following  scenes  continue  to 
prove  as  refreshing.  Kate,  (profession: 
prostitution),  goes  along  with  Doc, 
who  is  headed  for  Tombstone  to  see 
“a  friend,”  and  their  campfire  dialogue 
makes  you  wonder  where  Westerns 
have  been  all  these  years  with  their 
“aw  shucks  and  dams.” 

Kate  as  she  scarfs  down  a  plate  of 
beans  remarks  “Beans  make  you  fart.” 
Doc  replies,  “Well,  turn  your  ass  the 
other  way.  It’s  aimed  right  at  the  fire 
and  if  you  break  wind  it’s  liable  to 
blow  us  up  and  I  mean  to  get  to 
Tombstone.” 

They  trade  insults  (all  the  while 
totally  enamored  of  each  other)  and 
when  Kate  says  “killer,”  Doc  is  hurt 
and  replies,  “I  haven’t  killed  a  man  in 
a  long  time.”  To  this,  Kate  grins  and 
comes  back  with  “Yeah,  and  I  ain’t 
screwed  a  man  since  I  was  12.” 

The  journey  complete.  Doc  drops 
Kate  at  the  local  whorehouse  and 
locates  his  “friend,”  local  marshal  of 
Tombstone,  Wyatt  Earp.  Entering  the 
bar,  Wyatt  and  Doc  encounter  the  still 
angry  “cowboy”  and  his  gang.  Wyatt 
identifies  Ike  Clanton’s  gang,  which 
included  Johnny  Ringo  and  the  “Kid,” 
Clanton’s  brother,  as  “bad  people.” 

He  then  states  his  proposition  to 
Doc,  which  is  simply  that  the  marshal 
plans  to  run  for  sheriff  and  wants  Doc 


Man  or 
Insect? 

The  Hellstrom  Chronicle,  a  David  L. 
Wolper  production;  produced  and 
directed  by  Walon  Green;  written 
by  David  Seltzer;  music  by  Lalo 
Schifrin;  principle  photography  by 
Ken  Middleham,  Helmut  Barth, 
Walon  Green;  Editor,  John' Soh; 
sound  effects  by  Charles  L.  Camp¬ 
bell,  Nils  Hellstrom  played  by 
Lawrence  Pressman.  Rated  G  at  the 
Galleria. 


insects.  Individuals  are  completely  sub¬ 
ordinated  to  that  overwhelming  pur¬ 
pose. 

On  the  technical  level,  this  film  is 
absolutely  brilliant.  Practically  every 
foot  of  film  has  something  in  it  that  I 
would  have  considered  impossible  to 
get.  It  is  definitely  worth  seeing  and, 
to  say  the  least,  worth  thinking  about. 

—  Gary  Chason 


Bugshit! 
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to  organize  the  gambling.  Together 
they  can  “end  up  rich,  very  rich.”  Doc 
remonstrates,  “We  sound  like  bad 
people,  Wyatt.”  Earp  gently  murmurs 
“We  are,  John,  we  are.” 

From  this  pomt  on  the  novel  treat¬ 
ment  all  but  ceases  and  confusion 
takes  over.  The  gentle,  small,  brown¬ 
eyed  marshal  is  revealed  to  be  a  mercil¬ 
ess,  political  minded,  dishonest  sharpie 
in  the  true  Amerikan  fashion.  His 
lackey  brothers  know  that  Wyatt  in¬ 
tends  to  “clean  out  Tombstone,  not 
clean  up,”  and  the  local  newspaper¬ 
man  is  on  to  him.  Apparently,  the 
townfolks  are  the  only  ones  he’s  fool¬ 
ing  with  his  “The  only  way  to  get  rid 
of  the  gun  is  to  use  the  gun.” 

Trouble  is,  we  never  know  why 
Doc,  death  stalked  and  wanting  “some¬ 
thing  more,  something  to  leave  be¬ 
hind,”  goes  along  with  Wyatt’s  con¬ 
nivance.  But,  erratically,  he  does. 

In  the  ensuing  action  involving  a 
gold  robbery  (probably  pulled  off  by 
Johnny  Ringo  but  we  never  know) 
Wyatt  tries  to  deal  with  the  Clanton 
gang  by  offering  them  the  reward 
money  for  Ringo’s  hide  (which  will 
win  for  the  marshal  the  election).  The 
deal  backfires  in  many  ways. 

Meanwhile,  back  in  Tombstone, 
Doc,  who  has  retired  Kate  and  is 
lovingly  ensconced  with  her  in  an 
adobe  hut,  has  taught  “Kid”  Clanton 
to  shoot  (his  brothers  wouldn’t,  it 
seems,  because  of  a  deathbed  promise 
to  his  father.  Yeah!) 

The  Kid,  of  course,  goes  right  and 
drills  a  man  down,  gets  jailed  by  the 
marshal  who  holds  him  as  a  bribe  to 
force  the  Clanton  gang  to  cooperate. 
Doc,  overcome  with  guilt  and  getting 
“sick  of  killing  .  .  .  seeing  young  men 
shoot  down  old  men,”  bails  out  the 
Kid. 

At  home  he’s  faced  with  belligerent 
Kate  who’s  been  visited  by  church¬ 


going  Mrs.  Earp.  (“The  time  I  spend 
on  my  knees,  Mrs.  Earp,  is  not  spent 
in  prayer.”  Tell  it  Kate!)  Kate  wants 
to  split,  spend  what  time  Doc  has  left 
together  and  raise  a  kid.  OK.  Great. 
I’m  all  with  her.  But  Doc  freaks,  leaves 
for  the  bar  and  on  to  the  local  China¬ 
man  to  get  stoned  on  opium.  It  makes 
no  sense,  in  view  of  the  afore-mention¬ 
ed  longings  of  Doc.  Maybe  it’s  habit. 

With  Kate  after  his  hide,  the  mar¬ 
shal  after  his  hide  and  the  Kid  not 
wanting  Doc  to  be  killed,  one  can  only 
wonder  what  the  man  needs  to  make 
him  move  his  ass.  ‘Course  we’re  never 
sure  what’s  between  Wyatt  and  Doc 
from  tjieir  Dodge  City  days.  At  any 
rate  Doc  shows  a  twisted  sense  of 
loyalty  and  joins  up  with  the  Earp 
brothers  for  the  showdown  with  the 
Clanton  gang  at  the  infamous  OK 
Corral. 

What  a  “Western”  analogy  to  mod¬ 
ern  warfare:  Doc  and  the  Earp  arrive 
armed  with  double-barrelled  shotguns 
(nuke  ‘em  brothers).  Ike  Clanton 
grovels,  “We  just  want  to  talk.”  Blam, 
blam  and  blood  all  over  (and  only  one 
Earp  brother  killed).  The  longest  liv¬ 
ing  Clanton  gang  member  still  stands, 
his  gun  pointed  right  at  Doc.  The  Kid’s 
hand  trembles  and  he  lowers  his  arm. 
Doc  (this  time  with  his  six  shooter 
drawn)  drills  a  neat  hole  just  through 
the  Kid’s  heart. 

Earp  makes  a  speech.  “These  men 
were  trouble-makers  and  they  shot  my 
brother  and  he  shall  not  have  died  in 
vain  .  .  .  blah,  blah.”  Camera  pans 
the  seven  dead  Clantons  from  Doc’s 
point  of  view.  The  crowd  applauds  and 
leaves.  Earp  gently  asks  why  Doc  shot 
the  Kid.  Doc  replies,  “I  guess  he  re¬ 
minded  me  of  something  I  want  to 
forget.” 

We’d  like  to  remember  what  Doc 
said  and  forget  what  he  did.  Stacy 
Keach’s  Doc  is  a  sad,  haunted  man— 
the  antithesis  of  Harris  Yulin’s  mean, 
small  and  nasty  Marshal  Earp.  The 


» 


contrast  between  the  two  strains  the 
credibility  of  an  otherwise  touching 
portrayal  of  a  man  forced  to  wander 
the  West  (the  doctors  sent  him  there 
for  his  health)  and  burdened  with  a 
talent  for  sharpshooting. 

—  Pearl  Chason 


Ratting  Up 


The  Panic  in  Needle  Park  starring  A I 
Pacino  and  Kitty  Winn;  screenplay  by 
Joan  Didion  and  John  Gregory  Dunne; 
directed  by  Jerry  Schatzberg;  playing 
at  the  Windsor. 

Just  the  title,  The  Panic  in  Needle 
Park,  suggests  that  the  film  is  about 
hard  drugs  and  the  people  who  use 
them.  “Needle  Park”  is  the  slang  name 
for  Sherman  Square,  a  small  hunk  of 
grimey  concrete  and  dingy  benches  at 
Broadway  and  72nd  Street  in  New 
York  City.  It  is  inhabited  by  the 
world’s  highest  concentration  of  junk¬ 
ies.  A  “panic”  occurs  when  the  supply 
of  heroin  runs  out. 

As  you  would  expect,  the  picture 
makes  a  statement  about  the  evils  of 
heroin.  But  fortunately,  that  state¬ 
ment  is  strictly  a  by-product  of  the 
story  itself.  There  is  never  any  attempt 
to  manipulate  the  situation,  to  pro¬ 
pagandize.  No,  this  is  a  highly  (fright¬ 
eningly)  realistic  portrait  of  life  in 
Needle  Park  for  an  attractive,  likeable 
couple.  Because  of  the  film’s  tenacious 
honesty,  the  statement  is  all  the  more 
powerful. 

The  AM  A  and  all  the  other  hypo¬ 
crites  who  make  dishonest,  propa¬ 
gandists  TV  commercials  about  drugs 
should  be  forced  to  see  this  film,  chain¬ 
ed  in  their  seats  with  their  eyes 
propped  open  with  toothpicks  if 
necessary.  It  should  be  required  view¬ 
ing  at  every  high  school  in  the  country. 
However,  due  to  the  short-sighted 
ignorance  of  some  of  the  fucked-up 
creeps  who  sanctimoniously  pretend 
to  run  our  society,  young  people  are 
restricted  from  seeing  this  picture.  It’s 
rated  R. 

Please  excuse  my  outburst  of  hyper¬ 
bole,  but  this  subject  happens  to  be 
one  of  my  pet  peeves.  Back  to  the 
review. 

Husband  and  wife  team  of  Joan 
Didion  and  John  Gregory  Dunne  have 
created  a  masterful  screenplay.  It  is 
intelligent,  fair,  and  shows  a  con¬ 
siderable  knowledge  of  the  New  York 
smack  scene. 

Helen,  played  by  Kitty  Winn,  falls 
in  love  with  Bobby,  played  by  A1 
Pacino.  She’s  from  Fort  Wayne,  Ind., 
and  like  so  many  others,  has  come  to 
New  York  in  search  of  the  exciting 
life.  He  is  a  native:  street  wise,  aggress¬ 
ive,  very  hip,  but  still  very  personable. 

In  the  beginning,  he  sells  grass  in  the 
Village.  But  gradually  he  gets  into 
heroin,  pushing  and  using.  He  very 
confidently  starts  out  just  “chipping,” 

—  using  occasionally  without  getting 
hooked.  But  it  isn’t  long  until  he  and 
Helen  both  have  a  habit. 

When  Bobby  gets  busted  attempt¬ 
ing  to  rob  a  store  with  his  brother 
Frank  and  has  to  spend  time  in  jail, 
Helen  turns  to  hooking  to  support 
her  growing  habit.  When  Bobby  gets 
out,  he  is  upset  at  this  development, 
but  soon  grows  accustomed  to  letting 
her  “feed  his  arm.” 

Bobby  unexpectedly  gets  a  big 
break:  he  is  employed  as  a  pusher  by 
Santo,  an  extremely  big  operator  and  a 
very  heavy  dude.  Helen,  meanwhile, 
gets  busted  for  pushing  pills  to  minors. 
Kotch,  the  local  narc,  offers  to  fix  it 
for  her.  In  return,  she  has  to  rat  on 
Bobby,  who  in  turn  will  rat  on  Santo, 
Kotch’s  real  target. 


Helen  balks,  offering  to  rat  on  any 
number  of  other  friends.  Kotch  re¬ 
plies,  “you  rat  up,  never  down.”  It  is 
at  this  point  that  we  see  how  deeply 
the  police  are  into  the  whole  ugly 
game.  The  situation  is  rotten  from 
bottom  to  top,  without  relief. 

Helen,  faced  with  a  sentence  of  one 
to  three  years,  finally  does  rat  on  her 
lover.  It  infuriates  Bobby,  naturally, 
but  then  that’s  the  way  the  game  is 
played.  In  the  end  the  two  are  back 
together  again,  going  on  to  who  knows 
what. 

Director  Jerry  Schatzberg’s  pre¬ 
sentation  of  the  junkie  scene  is  so 
accurate  I  found  myself  involuntarily 
remembering  some  of  the  more  un¬ 
pleasant  aspects  of  my  stay  in  New 
York.  I  have  strange  respect  for  junk¬ 
ies.  They  have  that  jaded  look  about 
their  eyes  that  seems  to  indicate  that 
they  know  something  that  you  don’t. 
There  must  be  some  tremendous 
pleasure  in  using  skag  that  makes  up, 
at  least  partially,  for  the  horrible  life 
style  it  imposes  on  an  addict. 

Junkies  have  a  strange  and  perverse 
camaraderie  that  excludes  everyone 
else.  We  are  all  squares  to  them.  Also, 
you  get  the  impression  that  your 
possessions,  and  even  your  life,  are 
meaningless  to  a  junkie  compared  to  a 
fix.  (My  New  York  apartment  was 
ripped  off  twice,  rather  thoroughly,  by 
skag  freaks,  and  the  next  occupants, 
some  friends,  were  mugged  in  the  hall.) 

This  super-hip  ultra-cool  quality, 
which  is  impressive  to  many  people 
(even  intelligent  ones  like  William 
Burroughs),  is  captured  remarkably 
by  Schatzberg’s  camera.  The  picture  is 
so  unbiased,  in  fact,  that  I  don’t  be¬ 
lieve  a  junkie  would  have  any  ob¬ 
jection  to  it.  He  would  probably  con- 
ader  it  a  put  down  of  narcs,  which  on 
one  level  it  definitely  is. 

The  casting,  by  Marion  Dougherty, 
is  fantastic.  Every  character  is  exactly 
right.  The  acting  is  of  the  very  highest 
quality.  A1  Pacino  and  Kitty  Winn  are 
right  on  the  button  at  all  times.  Kitty 
Winn  won  the  Grande  Prix  for  acting 
at  Cannes  for  this  performance,  and 
very  deservedly. 

Part  of  the  acting  assignment  was 
actually  to  shoot-up,  not  with  real 
junk  of  course.  But  Pacino,  Winn,  and 
numerous  other  actors  really  did  stick 
those  awful  needles  into  their  veins, 
often  in  graphic  close-up.  It’s  more 
than  I  would  be  able  to  do,  I  believe. 

—  Gary  Chason 


Book: 

Greer's 

Female 

Eunuch 

Germaine  Greer’s  book  The  Female 

Eunuch  is  unusual.  Its  author  com¬ 
bines  a  great  deal  of  wit,  knowledge 
and  feminism  to  get  a  literary  work 
which  is  to  her  credit  yet  incomplete. 
It  is  incomplete  because  she  fails  to  in¬ 
clude  that  one  single  ingredient  which 
all  feminists  and  most  revolutionaries 
demand  —  soul. 

She  writes  like  a  college  lecturer 
(which  she  is).  What  that  means  is 
heavy  doses  of  documentation  foot¬ 
notes,  anecdotes,  accompanied  by  im¬ 
personality  and  objectivity.  Which 
would  not  be  so  surprising  if  she  were 
a  man,  or  not  a  “feminist.” 

Despite  her  scholarly  “cool,”  The 
Female  Eunuch  is  still  a  valuable  work. 
Even  though  she  has  few  really  new 
insights  into  the  female  dilemma,  she 
provides  an  admirable  bibliography 
and  thorough  documentation  relevant 
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Sabreflame  was  captured  in  the  war  zone  and 
taken  to  an  Enemy  base  to  be  humanely  tortured. 
He  escaped  in  a  death  plane,  and  in  the  Enemy 
homeland  he  witnessed  wounded  veteran’s  being 
castrated.  A  movie  queen  made  advances  toward 
him,  but  he  ran  to  the  desert  where  a  visionary 
prophet  with  many  women  sicked  wild  wolves  on 
him.  He  wandered  through  Hurt  Village  and  just 
missed  going  up  in  a  hydrogen  fireball,  then  a  left- 
handed  gangster  who  liked  to  gamble  gave  him  a 
ride,  but  was  rubbed  out  for  over  spending.  Fall¬ 
ing  in  with  smugglers,  he  was  nearly  truck-cooked, 
but  made  it  to  an  Indian  reservation  where  a 
Princess  aided  him.  Motorcycle  he-men  raped  and 
killed  her,  and  Sabreflame,  celibate,  scarred,  and 
punchy,  trips  onward. 


SABREFLAME 

Copyright  owned  by  Robert  Finlay,  1971 

WHIRLWIND 

For  a  lost  number  of  days  and  nights  I  wander¬ 
ed  in  the  wilderness.  The  motions  of  the  trees,  of 
the  birds  and  of  the  wind  settled  me.  Slowly  the 
wounds  to  my  body  and  spirit  healed. 

The  season  was  changing.  Orange  and  yellow 
decorated  the  leaves,  berries  became  difficult  to 
find,  and  the  night  breeze  carried  a  touch  of  chill. 

I  was  homesick.  My  parents,  brothers  and 
sisters  all  doubtless  thought  me  dead.  I  wanted  to 
be  with  them,  to  be  soothed  by  their  touch  and 
calmed  by  their  gentle  words.  But  it  was  I  who 
was  lost,  so,  warming  my  hands  before  the  small 
fire,  I  vowed  to  go  from  the  forest  into  the  world 
of  man. 

As  I  stood  by  a  highway  waiting  for  a  ride,  I 
watched  the  sky.  It  was  an  amber  shade,  and  thin 
wisps  of  cloud  crossed  it  at  high  altitudes. 

Cars  and  trucks  passed,  their  shock  waves 
stinging  me  with  dust  and  cinders,  their  engines 
roaring  like  tortured  beasts. 


was  a  farmer  out  scouting  game.  There  was  little 
competition  for  the  animals,  he  told  me,  as  all  the 
small  farmers  had  been  driven  off  the  land  by 
machinery.  Farms  had  been  made  into  factories, 
and  their  main  problem  was  that  they  produced 
too  much. 

His  thimble-sized  mouth  curled  as  he  spoke  of 
his  government's  agricultural  policies.  Those  in 
control  paid  farmers  to  let  some  of  their  fields  lie 
fallow.  This  was  supposed  to  diminish  the  surplus, 
but  instead,  the  farmers  bought  better  seed  and 
fertilizer  with  the  money  and  raised  more  crops 
on  less  land. 

The  people  with  storage  silos  were  really  getting 
rich,  he  said,  as  they  were  paid  hugh  sums  to  ware¬ 
house  the  glut. 

In  the  cities  of  the  country  I  had  seen  hunger: 
men  and  women  with  skin  drawn  tight  against 
their  frames,  and  children  in  rags  with  swollen 
bellies.  I  mentioned  this  and  asked  why  the  sur¬ 
plus  was  not  distributed  to  the  needy. 

His  eyes  assaulted  me  with  a  frigid  ray.  "You're 
a  foreigner,  aren't  you?"  he  said,  emphasizing  the 
word  as  if  it  was  a  curse  of  the  highest  order. 

He  glanced  at  one  of  the  rifles.  I  sensed  his 
thoughts  and  tightened  with  fear.  The  vast  plains 
were  empty  of  human  life.  He  could  shoot  me 
and  leave  me  in  a  ditch  like  a  shattered  quail. 

A  sudden  gust  of  wind  nearly  blew  the  truck 
off  the  road.  Swearing,  the  farmer  fought  the 
wheel.  We  tottered,  then  stabilized. 

The  sky  had  changed  color;  the  amber,  had 
clotted.  One  giant,  tumorous  cloud  hung  like  a 
scythe  above  the  earth. 

The  wind  turned  the  grain  fields  into  frantic 
rapids.  Loosened  stalks  shot  through  the  air,  and 
chaffe  collected  on  the  windshield  like  sand.  It 
took  the  wipers  to  brush  it  away,  but  the  farmer 
never  slowed.  Instead,  he  hunched  forward  and 
jammed  the  accelerator  to  the  floor. 

As  we  crossed  the  quilted  land,  a  dark  spot 
blemished  the  horizon.  It  was  a  spinning  funnel  of 
air  that  howled  like  an  enraged  genie  and  dipped 
and  danced  like  a  prizefighter.  There  was  no  doubt 
as  to  its  direction.  It  was  coming  straight  on  at  a 
terrific  speed. 

Wildness  glazed  over  the  farmer's  eyes.  His 
fingers  wrapped  around  the  wheel  like  ten  pythons, 
and  his  foot  mashed  the  floor. 


The  truck  was  traveling  at  maximum  speed.  To 
jump  would  be  suicidal,  yet  the  funnel  of  wind 
that  was  about  to  suck  us  into  the  sky  was  certain 
death. 

Bridge  railings  flickered  by,  and  I  leaped.  Mak¬ 
ing  an  arch,  I  seemed  to  float  in  the  air.  I  could 
see  every  detail  of  the  tornado:  trees,  roofs, 
horses  and  dogs  spun  up  its  sides  like  confetti. 
The  truck  made  only  one  revolution  before  the 
wind  spit  it  out. 

There  was  a  tremendous  concussion  as  I  cannon- 
balled  into  a  pool  of  quicksilver.  A  sheet  of  liquid 
slashed  upward,  then  separated  into  a  thousand 
droplets. 

Stunned,  I  sank  downward.  It  would  have  been 
so  easy  to  drift  into  the  silt,  to  becor ’e  food  for 
turtles  and  fish,  but  my  legs  did  a  si  -ors  kick, 
and  I  breathed  once  more. 

Ashore,  ticks  crawled  in  my  hair,  a  I  mos¬ 
quitos  had  a  blood  feast  on  me.  I  was  too  ired  to 
fight,  and  I  slept. 

REFUGEES 

In  the  morning  a  chilly  gray  drizzle  was  falling. 
Hungry,  I  found  a  hen  on  the  ground.  Its  feathers 
were  matted  and  one  saffron  eye  was  opened  in 
death.  I  plucked  and  gutted  it,  then  staked  it  over 
a  fire.  It  dripped  and  sizzled  and  was  very  tasty. 

When  I  looked  out  at  the  traffic  passing  over 
the  bridge,  a  driver  waved  me  to  his  truck.  "For 
refugees!"  he  shouted. 

I  climbed  into  the  back.  Eight  ragamuffin  child¬ 
ren  watched  me  with  eyes  as  black  as  coal.  They 
wanted  food,  but  I  had  none. 

We  came  to  the  remains  of  a  town.  The  tornado 
must  have  crossed  its  heart,  for  there  was  a  wide 
swath  of  crumpled  buildings.  Soldiers  dug  in  the 
rubble,  searching  for  corpses. 

As  our  truck  approached  an  auditorium,  a  man 
in  a  trenchcoat  ordered  the  driver  to  follow  a 
squad  car.  I  would  have  jumped  out,  but  a  motor¬ 
cycle  policeman  tailed  us. 

At  a  devastated  housing  development,  the  child¬ 
ren  and  I  were  led  to  where  a  knot  of  men  were 
standing.  Rain  fell,  and  the  shredded  structures 
gave  no  protection.  As  the  children  cried  and 
begged  for  food,  one  of  the  men  took  their 
picture. 


A  pick-up  truck  slithered  to  a  stop,  but  I  was 
hesitant  to  get  into  it.  There  were  rifles  on  a  rack 
along  the  back  window,  and  on  the  bumper  was 
an  advertisement  for  a  politician  so  bigoted  that 
his  reputation  had  spread  even  across  enemy  lines. 

The  driver's  face  looked  as  if  it  had  been  baked 
in  a  kiln,  then  had  eyes  of  ice  inserted.  He  said  he 


The  tornado  was  getting  closer  every  second. 
I  could  feel  my  heart  pounding,  pumping  oxygen 
to  my  brain,  making  every  effort  to  maintain  life. 

i  strained  at  the  door,  but  it  would  not  open 
against  the  pressure  of  the  wind.  Frantically,  I 
rolled  down  the  window,  clutched  the  top  of  the 
cabin  and  swung  myself  into  the  open  trailer. 


A  helicopter  came  over  a  line  of  trees  and  sat 
down.  Four  men  disembarked  and  walked  swiftly 
toward  us.  One  of  them  was  the  Chief  Executive 
of  the  country. 

His  razorblade  slit  eyes  had  puffy  bags  under 
them.  Though  pudgy  and  haggard,  he  looked  as 
predatory  as  an  old  wolf. 
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When  a  make-up  man  had  put  powder  in  his 
wrinkles  and  brushed  his  hair  straight  back,  he 
knelt  among  the  children  in  an  almost  religious 
manner. 

The  corps  of  newsmen  twisted  and  hunched  in¬ 
to  position  and  shot  their  pictures.  The  flashbulbs 
frightened  the  children  and  made  one  little  girl 
shriek.  When  the  Chief  of  State  picked  her  up  and 
gave  her  a  sucker,  the  photographers  went  into 
contortions  of  ecstacy. 

After  a  few  more  heroic  poses  amidst  the  de¬ 
bris,  the  Executive  entered  the  helicopter  and 
disappeared  into  the  sky. 

The  children  and  I  were  taken  back  to  town 
and  put  in  a  soup  line.  After  that,  I  was  given  a 
jacket,  and  I  slipped  away. 


JO  AND  LARRY 

I  waited  at  roadside  until  a  large  black  road¬ 
ster  stopped.  Larry,  the  driver,  was  balding,  over¬ 
weight,  and  seemed  to  daydream  all  of  the  time. 
Jo,  his  wife,  had  dyed  hair,  sagging  breasts,  and 
was  very  talkative.  Both  were  drinking  whiskey 
out  of  plastic  cups. 

They  said  they  had  a  son  about  my  age,  who 
had  been  .drafted  and  placed  in  the  infantry.  For 
vo  months  all  had  gone  well,  then  he  had  been 
reported  missing  in  action. 

When  Jo  found  out  that  I  had  been  in  the  war, 
she  asked  if  I  knew  of  any  cases  where  men  had 
been  reported  missing  and  were  actually  alive. 

I  assured  her  that  there  was  every  reason  to 
hope,  that  her  son  might  have  been  captured  and 
escaped,  that  he  might  be  making  his  way  home 
right  now. 

"You're  right,"  she  said,  dabbing  her  eyes  with 
a  handkerchief,  "He  could  be  on  his  way  this  very 
minute." 

As  she  told  me  of  her  son's  childhood,  she  un¬ 
consciously  stroked  my  leg.  It  stirred  me. 

Larry  was  oblivious  to  all  that  was  happening. 
He  drove  through  the  afternoon  listlessly,  sipping 
every  so  often  from  his  plastic  cup.  Only  when  the 
bottle  was  empty  did  he  become  animated. 

He  swore  at  the  local  government  for  passing 
dry  laws,  claiming  that  it  was  uncivilized  not  to  be 
able  to  buy  liquor.  At  a  small  cross-roads  settle¬ 
ment,  he  asked  a  plowman  where  to  find  a  boot¬ 
legger. 

Thumbing  his  overall  suspenders,  the  man  gave 
complex  instructions.  Larry  listened  attentively. 
When  the  directions  were  complete,  we  drove  off 
into  a  maze  of  cornfields. 

The  dirt  roads  we  followed  seemed  identical, 
but  finally  we  came  to  a  dead  end.  Half  a  dozen 
cars  were  parked  in  front  of  a  house  that  had  not 
seen  paint  in  twenty  years.  Larry  knocked  on  the 
door  and  was  let  inside. 

After  a  few  minutes  he  returned  with  a  bottle 
of  clear  alcohol  and  a  bag  of  potato  chips.  There 
was  a  poker  game  going,  and  he  was  joining  it.  Jo 
and  I  were  to  wait  in  the  car. 

Jo  drank  and  talked  about  her  marriage.  Her 
intemperance  and  the  presence  of  a  stranger  acted 
as  a  catalyst  to  her  tongue.  She  spoke  of  her  sexual 
life,  telling  the  most  intimate  details. 

Her  music  teacher  had  had  such  nice  hands,  the 
doctor  with  the  honey  voice,  the  merchant  who 
was  now  rich:  all  had  wanted  to  seduce  her,  and  all 
had  been  refused. 

She  brushed  some  hair  from  her  forehead  like 
an  old-fashioned  actress,  then  looked  into  a  com¬ 
pact  mirror.  Contempt  shadowed  her  face,  and 
she  turned  her  reflection  away. 

She  lit  a  cigarette.  The  smoke  went  deep  into 
her  lungs  before  she  exhaled  it. 

Her  parents  had  been  immigrants,  strict  and 
cold.  They  had  given  her  no  advantages,  and 
though  she  had  been  offered  a  scholarship  to 
college,  she  had  had  to  refuse  it  in  order  to  work 
and  help  support  the  family. 

"After  my  father  ran  away  from  her  cruelty, 
my  mother  taught  me  that  sex  was  evil  and  filthy," 
Jo  said  bitterly,  "I've  never  had  an  orgasm,  yet 
I've  always  been  faithful  to  Larry,  even  though 
he's  nearly  impotent." 

Tears  rimmed  her  eyes,  and  squeezing  the  in¬ 
side  of  my  leg,  she  said  that  she  had  been  a  fool  to 
waste  all  those  men,  all  that  love. 


My  reluctance  to  return  the  advances  changed 
her  mood.  She  became  angry  and  told  me  with  a 
snarl  that  I  was  too  much  of  a  cretin  to  under¬ 
stand,  that  I  had  no  right  feeling  sorry  for  her. 


The  contestants  paced  further  and  further  apart, 
then,  at  two  hundred  meters,  they  climbed  aboard 
their  vehicles.  The  engines  growled  and  smoke 
curled  over  the  semi-completed  roadway. 


Larry  arrived  before  I  could  leave.  He  looked 
glum  and  more  hangdog  than  ever.  On  the  way 
back  to  the  highway,  he  drank  a  whole  cup  of 
alcohol.  Like  a  frightened  child,  he  told  his  wife 
the  results  of  the  game.  He  had  lost  two  hundred. 

Streaks  and  rills  slashed  themselves  into  Jo's 
face.  Hatred  volcanoed  from  the  depths  of  her 
being.  Her  words  cut  like  daggers  into  Larry's 
flesh.  She  abused  and  taunted  him,  hurting  him  as 
only  a  woman  can  hurt  a  man.  She  took  his  pride 
and  crushed  it  like  a  roach. 

Larry  absorbed  the  diatribe  silently,  and  as  it 
ended,  he  and  Jo  breathed  deeply  in  unison.  They 
nad  played  some  sort  of  twisted  game,  and  each 
had  received  sexual  relief  from  it. 

At  a  motel  they  insisted  that  I  stay  with  them. 
Since  I  had  no  other  place  to  sleep,  I  agreed.  In¬ 
side  the  room  Larry  immediately  poured  himself 
a  drink  and  turned  on  the  television. 

As  he  lay  on  the  bed,  the  screen  pinpointed  in 
his  eyes,  I  thought  of  what  he  would  be  like  dis¬ 
sected.  His  liver  would  have  the  texture  of  wet 
cardboard,  and  his  brain  would  be  like  spongy 
cheese. 


At  some  unknown  signal  they  snapped  toward 
each  other  like  opposite  ends  of  a  spring. 


Neither  veered.  When  the  throbbing  yellow 
dinosaurs  met,  the  gladiators  catapulted  from  their 
seats  and  met  in  mid-air.  Splattering  together,  they 
were  one  in  death. 

THE  PREACHER 

The  preacher  who  stopped  wore  bright  clothes 
that  brought  out  the  caramel  of  his  skin.  As  he 
spoke,  measuring  each  word  exactly,  he  eyed  me 
through  gold-rimmed  pince-nez. 


He  was  curious  about  my  religious  beliefs.  When 
I  told  him  that  I  had  never  really  thought  of  it,  he 
pressed  all  the  harder  to  know  why. 


*r 


I  told  him  that  I  hoped  someday  to  be  a 
physician  and  believed  in  the  preciousness  of  life. 
Beyond  that,  I  burdened  myself  with  no  other 
dogma. 


His  thick  lips  hung  open  for  a  moment,  then  he 
started  a  speech  about  my  salvation.  He  was  going 
to  see  to  it  that  my  soul  was  saved  from  eternal 
damnation. 


Jo  took  off  her  dress.  Wearing  only  a  low  cut 
slip,  she  lay  beside  him.  Her  skin  was  tanned  and 
looked  very  soft. 

Larry  saw  me  looking  at  her  and  saw  her  look¬ 
ing  back.  He  told  her  to  put  on  a  robe.  She  refused. 
Angered,  he  said  that  she  was  just  a  slut  looking 
for  a  stud. 

He  screamed  that  I  was  to  take  his  wife,  de¬ 
scribing  every  act  that  I  was  to  commit  in  the  most 
brutal  terms.  He  was  in  a  frantic  rage.  Jo  was 
breathing  heavily  and  hunching  her  body  toward 
me. 


I  suppose  he  meant  well,  but  as  he  talked  and 
talked,  raising  and  lowering  his  voice  for  effect,  I 
was  overtaken  by  a  passive  absence.  The  words  had 
no  meaning  to  me:  they  were  sounds,  waves  hiss¬ 
ing  themselves  into  nothingness  against  a  beach. 

There  was  a  white  frame  church  in  a  grove  of 
oaks,  and  the  preacher  led  me  inside.  Fifty  sets  of 
chocolate  eyes  regarded  me  suspiciously,  as  he  sat 
me  in  the  pulpit. 

After  two  hymns,  his  sermon  started.  It  was 
frightening  because  it  was  about  me,  the  non¬ 
believer,  the  infidel. 


Before  they  could  trap  me,  I  was  through  the 
door  and  into  the  night  air. 

DEADHEAT 

After  lighting  a  fire  in  a  forest,  I  lay  on  a  bed  of 
moss.  The  howling  of  dogs  came  on  the  wind.  An 
owl  swooped  down  on  a  mouse,  then  disappeared, 
screeching,  into  the  moon.  It  was  large  and  ghostly 
and  moved  through  the  leaves  like  a  leering  voyeur. 

At  dawn  I  found  some  pecans,  era  ed  their 
shells  and  ate  them.  My  sense  of  dir  ion  was 
distorted,  and  I  wandered  in  the  to*.  until  I 
heard  the  throb  of  heavy  engines. 

Through  a  gash  in  the  trees  I  saw  the  e;  lay¬ 
ing  brown  and  naked.  Chugging,  yellow  m  hines 
scurried  over  the  ground  like  wasps  on  a  nest 

Some  men  were  sitting  next  to  a  shed,  eating. 

I  asked  if  it  would  be  all  right  to  drink  from  the 
water  cooler.  No  one  paid  attention,  so  I  helped 
myself. 

Two  thickset  men  were  arguing.  The  heavier 
was  pointing  a  finger  and  scoffing,  bragging  about 
how  he  had  called  the  other's  bluff  in  the  previous 
night's  card  game. 

The  other  snarled  and  retaliated  with  vile  in¬ 
sults.  When  he  accused  the  first  of  being  "yellow," 
both  men  jumped  to  their  feet  and  clinched  their 
fists.  The  onlookers  formed  a  circle  around  them. 

The  fighters  punched  and  jabbed,  snorting  like 
bulldogs.  At  each  thudding  smack  their  skin  tore 
and  bruised,  and  eddies  of  crimson  splashed  over 
swollen  features. 

They  lost  their  footing  and  rolled,  wrestling 
down  a  hill.  The  heavier  man  landed  on  top.  He 
left-righted  the  other's  face  until  it  became  a 
sticky  pulp,  the  nose  cartilage  crushed,  the  teeth 
broken  into  bleeding  icicles. 

The  crowd  cheered  when. at  last  he  stood,  too 
tired  to  do  any  more  damage.  He  staggered  to  the 
water  cooler  and  doused  his  face. 

The  loser  was  barely  recognizable  as  human. 
He  tottered  to  his  feet,  however,  and  challenged  ’ 
his  adversary  to  a  game  of  "chicken." 

There  was  a  hush.  They  watched  each  other 
sullenly,  then  put  on  steel  helmets  and  walked  to¬ 
ward  their  tractors.  Their  pace  was  slow  but  un¬ 
faltering.  Like  duelists,  they  faced  away  from  each 
other. 

The  bystanders  flashed  rolls  of  bills  and  made 
bets.  Some  favored  one,  some  the  other.  A  string- 
bean  of  a  fellow  was  offering  odds  which  I  did  not 
understand:  three  to  one  on  a  deadheat. 


Looking  up  from  my  tattered  brogans,  I  chanc¬ 
ed  a  glance  at  the  front  row.  A  girl  with  ebony 
skin  smiled  at  me.  There  was  gold  in  her  teeth, 
and  she  was  toying  with  the  tong  string  of  pearls 
around  her  neck. 


A  mural  covered  the  wall  at  the  rear  of  the 
church.  Its  larger-than-life  figures  were  sallow  with 
bloodshot  eyes.  One,  who  was  as  pretty  as  a 
woman,  was  hanging  from  a  cross. 

Nails  were  driven  into  his  palms  and  feet,  and  a 
soldier  was  jabbing  him  with  a  spear.  The  gory 
suffering  seemed  foreign  to  the  tranquil  serenity 
that  I  had  always  associated  with  religion.  More 
foreign  still  was  the  hysteria  that  had  gripped  the 
congregation. 

At  the  end  of  the  Preacher's  every  phrase, 
choruses  of  "Hallelujah!"  and  "Amen,  Brother!" 
reverberated  through  the  little  building.  When 
their  passion  crescendoed,  the  Believers  were  on 
the  march. 

I  was  seized  by  two  Deacons,  taken  into  a 
chapel  and  stripped.  After  being  wrapped  in  a 
white  robe,  I  was  dragged  out^de. 

The  parishoners  were  standing  by  the  bank  of  a 
slough,  clapping  and  shouting.  Before  I  could  re¬ 
sist,  the  Preacher  pulled  me  into  the  water  and 
pushed  my  head  under.  I  struggled  and  came  up 
splashing. 

He  s  got  the  spirit!"  the  Preacher  exclaimed, 
dunking  me  again. 

Linder  the  water  it  was  as  dark  and  cold  as  a 
night  without  stars.  Through  the  cloud  of  adrenalin 
that  seemed  to  fill  my  mind,  I  sensed  death,  the 
specter  of  a  skeleton  riding  a  rabid  horse. 

I  fought  for  air  and  came  up  gasping.  The 
crowd  was  cheering.  I  stumbled  ashore,  covered 
with  chill  bumps,  my  teeth  chattering. 

The  cloth  clung  to  my  body,  and  the  girl  with 
the  ebony  skin  watched  me.  When  the  meeting 
ended,  they  let  me  go  inside  and  dress. 

The  Preacher  came  into  the  chapel  and  gave 
me  a  Prayer  Book.  After  saying  that  I  was  a  baptiz¬ 
ed  member  of  his  church,  he  asked  for  a  donation. 

As  I  searched  my  pockets  for  a  coin,  the  girl 
opened  the  door.  Though  her  eyes  were  on  me, 
the  Preacher  cornered  her.  He  caressed  her  breasts,' 
and  comets  trailed  through  her  eyes. 

When  they  went  into  the  parish  hall,  I  lifted 
some  bills  from  the  collection  plate  and  eased 
outside. 
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to  the  questions  of  sex  differences. 
And  she  has  a  great  sense  of  humor. 

She  begins  with  the  “Body”  and 
successfully  convinces  the  reader  that 
mosj  genetic  and  physiological  differ¬ 
ences  ascribed  to  men  and  women 
need  not  really  influence  human  be¬ 
havior  or  capabilities.  She  points  out 
that  women  are  soft  and  curvaceous 
due  to  physical  conditioning  and  that 
men  begin  life  at  a  disadvantage  due  to 
“genetic  disabilities”  such  as  color 
blindness  and  webbed-toes  which  wom¬ 
en  do  not  inherit. 

Once  she  has  convinced  the  reader 
that  there  is  little  which  is  certain  a- 
bout  physical  differences  between 
sexes,  she  tosses  in  several  amusing 
historical  anecdotes  which  are  typical 
of  her  sense  of  satire:  up  until  this 
century  it  was  thought  that  the  “wick¬ 
ed  womb”  caused  “epilepsy,  asthma, 
breathiness,  flatulence,  lassitude,  and 
convulsions”  in  women;  also  the  relig¬ 
ious  “purification”  of  women  after 
birth  was  considered  necessary  to  re¬ 
move  the  taints  of  the  curse  (child¬ 
birth).  (Greer’s  book  is  thoroughly 
punctuated  by  such  satirical  com¬ 
ments.) 

Once  she  gets  away  from  the 
“body”  and  into  the  “soul”  section  of 


the  book,  one  begins  to  flounder.  She 
tries  to  get  into  the  female  soul  and 
develops  some  heavy  satire  on  the 
female  stereotype  and  society.  For 
example,  concerning  women  and  ad¬ 
vertising  she  says,  “Because  she  is  the 
emblem  of  spending  and  the  chief 
spender,  she  is  also  the  most  effective 
seller  of  this  world’s  goods.  Her  domin¬ 
ion  must  not  be  thought  to  entail  the 
rule  of  women,  for  she  is  not  a  woman. 
Her  glossy  lips  and  mat  complection, 
her  unfocused  eyes  and  flawless  fingers, 
her  extraordinary  hair  all  floating  and 
shining,  curling  and  gleaming,  reveal 
the  inhuman  triumph  of  cosmetics, 
lighting,  focusing  and  printing,  crop¬ 
ping  and  composition.  She  sleeps  un¬ 
ruffled,  her  lips  red  and  juicy  and 
closed,  her  eyes  as  crisp  and  black  as  if 
new  painted,  and  her  false  lashes  im¬ 
maculately  curled.”  ' 

Greer  creates  this  horrible  image 
and  then  fails  to  tell  us  what  woman 
should  be  if  not  plastic.  Her  only 
personal  reaction  is,  “I’m  sick  of  being 
a  transvestite.  I  refuse  to  be  a  female 
impersonator.  1  am  a  woman,  not  a 
castrate.”  Does  this  mean  that  women 
should  not  look  like  women?  Hmmm. 
Greer  is  consistently  short  on  solutions. 

Perhaps  she  is  working  on  a  solution 
when  she  discusses  “energy,”  the  in¬ 
doctrination  of  “Baby,”  “Girl,”  and 
the  pubescent  female.  She  says  that 
the  female’s  “energy”  is  so  channeled 
into  discipline,  preparation  and  dilig¬ 
ence,  providing  so  little  satisfaction, 
that  she  never  makes  it  to  a  profession 
or  art.  Rather  she  ends  up  a  housewife 
or  drudge.  Besides,  the  females’  per¬ 
sonality  is  separated  from  her  sexual¬ 
ity,  thus  she  is  a  female  eunuch.  The 
sexual  impulses  within  the  female 
libido  are  squelched,  smothered  and 
castrated  along  with  her  “curiousity 
and  desire,”  leaving  her  physically  and 
egotistically  sterile. 

The  chapters  on  “Baby,”  “Girl,” 
and  “Puberty,”  illustrate  the  process 
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through  which  women  are  taught  dis¬ 
cipline,  chastity,  sexual  denial  and 
dependence.  Most  of  this  material  is 
common  knowledge  to  a  feminist:  the 
strong  dependency  on  a  suffocating 
mommie  (with  whom  one  is  to  ident¬ 
ify),  the  contradictory  messages  a  girl 
gets  in  school  to  “not  get  sweaty  and 
dirty”  yet  “achieve  and  excel,”  and 
the  subjection  of  a  pubescent  girl  to 
passivity  and  asexuality  even  though 
she  is  emotionally  and  sexually  de¬ 
veloped.  Greer  seems  here  to  recall  her 
own  experiences,  thus  this  part  of  the 
book  is  more  personal;  however,  she 
offers  no  alternatives  to  these  forms 
of  sexual  oppression. 

Her  treatment  of  psychology’s  view 
of  sexual  differences  is  amusing.  She 
illuminates  the  tendency  of  Freud, 
Deutch  and  other  psychoanalysts  to 
consider  their  ideas  as  a  “science” 
whereas  it  is  actually  a  “metaphysic,” 
all  wrapped  up  in  god,  the  state  and 
morality. 

She  says,  “In  pushing  the  masochis¬ 
tic  role  as  the  proper  role  for  woman, 
psychology  reinforces  the  infantiliza- 
tion  which  has  gone  on  ever  since  she 
was  bom.  Her  sufferings  do  not  stem 
from  her  failure  to  grow  up  into 
mature  womanhood,  but  from  her 
striving  against  what  prevents  her  from 
living  and  working  with  her  own 
powers.” 

In  other  words,  to  the  psycho¬ 
analyst,  female  masochism  is  a  given, 
an  inevitable  hang  up  which  must  be 
lived  with.  The  struggle  (to  rescue  men 
and  women  from  their  own  polar¬ 
ization)  will  be  a  struggle  in  the  dark 
for  none  of  our  vaunted  knowledge, 
scientific  or  not,  can  describe  the  al¬ 
ternative  possibility.” 

Once  again,  she’s  short  on  solutions 
so  we  must  all  walk  in  the  “dark.”  She 
recognizes  psychology’s  failure  to  dis¬ 
cover  the  basic  elements  if  personal 
oppression,  yet  she  discovers  none 


herself. 

Her  rap  on  the  “metaphysics”  of 
psychology  (not  a  new  observation 
from  her  field,  e.g.  Shulamith  Fire¬ 
stone,  Kate  Millet)  is  followed  by  an 
exploration  of  the  rumored  “congeni¬ 
tal  mental  deficiency”  of  women  to 
which  there  is  little  substantiation 
except  that  “the  more  passive  depend¬ 
ent  children  perform  poorly  on  a 
variety  of  intellectual  tasks.”  Once 
again,  there  doesn’t  seem  to  be  any 
inherent  reason  for  us  to  be  where  we 
are. 

Much  of  the  rest  of  her  book  is  a 
survey  of  icky  romantic  or  highly 
sexist  literature  so  common  in  male 
culture.  She  raps  everything  from 
Victorian  romanticism  to  Norman 
Mailer’s  overexertions.  This  section  of 
the  book  is  valuable  for  her  satire 
alone,  not  to  mention  a  concise  an¬ 
alysis  of  the  origin  of  heavy  sex  role 
endoctrination  and  patriarchy  (which 
appeared  with  urbanization  and  the 
breakdown  of  large  kinship  groups). 

As  a  new  type  of  “family”  not  re¬ 
quiring  patriarchy,  she  suggests  the 
“organic  family”  which  would  “re¬ 
lease  the  children  from  the  disadvant¬ 
ages  of  being  the  extensions  of  their 
parents  so  that  they  can  belong  pri¬ 
marily  to  themselves.”  Ahah!  A  con¬ 
crete  suggestion  at  last.  She  also  sug¬ 
gests  that  the  destruction  of  an  author¬ 
itarian  family  structure  would  limit 
the  possibility  of  political  authoritar¬ 
ianism. 

In  the  latter  part  of  her  book,  she 
explores  “Hate,”  especially  between 
sexes:  Between  boys  and  the  “chicks” 
they  “score”  or  “bang,”  between 
black  men  and  white  women  (she 
quotes  E.  Cleaver).  She  quotes  Shakes¬ 
peare,  “the  strength  of  the  lust  drive 
(equals)  the  intensity  of  the  disgust 
that  follows  it.” 
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Accompanying  “Hate”  is  “Abuse.” 
Not  only  street  sex  but  married  sex 
involves  hostile  feelings,  the  double 
standard,  the  “little  woman”  as  “cow, 
bitch,  hen,  shrew,  goose,”  hag,  bitty, 
old  bat  and  so  on.  Also  there’s  the 
resentment  bom  when  the  passion  and 
romance  fizzles  out  and  each  marriage 
partner  begins  to  see  the  other  as  a  bag 
of  flesh.  At  first  the  “little  woman” 
tries  to  revitalize  the  bond  but  later 
she  gives  up  and  learns  to  tolerate 
and  resent.  Her  presentation  of  sex 
and  love  between  sexes  is  extremely 
dismal,  even  depressing. 

So  now  what?  What’s  the  old  hag 
supposed  to  do?  Love  women?  Once 
again,  Greer’s  not  quite  sure:  “The 


lesbian  might  as  well  claim  that  she 
had  no  other  acceptable  (?)  course  to 
follow  and  became  (sic)  the  apologist 
of  her  own  way  of  life.”  Gee,  she 
makes  it  sound  so  painful.  Why  not 
show  a  little  “team  spirit.”  Some  of  us 
think  that  “gay  is  good.” 

She  continues  to  make  a  few  more 
observations  on  female  “rebellion” 
which  imply  that  the  first  rebels, 
though  “unremarkable,”  were  fat 
school  marms.  She  traces  the  political 
struggles  of  American  women  through 
NOW,  SDS  cauci,  witch,  SNCC  (“The 
only  position  for  a  woman  in  SNCC  is 
prone,”  S.  Carmichael,  feminist  groups, 
women’s  communes  (which  she  con¬ 
siders  the  same  as  medieval  convents) 
and  the  total  rejection  of  maleness  on 


the  part  ot  women. 

Greer,  a  woman  who  likes  man  very 
much,  seems  to  lose  enthusiasm  with 
the  SDS  cauci.  She  does  not  project  in¬ 
to  the  future  of  the  liberation  move¬ 
ment  and  she  suspects  as  Gloria  Stein- 
em  would  have  it  that  it  will  spread  by 
“contagion.” 

She  never  once  recognized  the  sign¬ 
ificance  of  the  often  painful  steps  that 
women  today  are  taking  to  know  and 
love  each  other  and  themselves.  She 
had  previously  described  women  as 
“backbiting”  and  says,  “They  cannot 
love  each  other  because  they  cannot 
love  themselves.”  Evidentally,  she  has 
not  been  around  women  enough  to 
realize  that  we  can  and  do  love  each 


other  and  that  this  is  the  contagion. 

Perhaps  she  should  take  time  off 
from  the  David  Susskind  or  Dick 
Cavett  program  to  get  to  know  her 
sisters  “down  in  the  ghetto.”  Or  may¬ 
be  she’s  just  not  into  the  struggle  for 
liberation  which  does  require  more 
personal  contact  than  bibliographies. 

Germaine  Greer’s  book  has  data, 
wit  and  relevance.  It  lacks  the  sensit¬ 
ivity  and  personality  usually  character¬ 
istic  of  works  by  feminists.  Not  many 
women  today  could  write  a  lengthy 
work  on  the  dilmema  of  women  with¬ 
out  including  their  own  experiences 
and  alternatives.  Few  women  could  be 
so  flippant  about  their  own  oppression. 

—  Marie  Biazek 
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INFORMATION  FOR  NEW  VOTERS 


Harris  County  residents  who  have  turned  18  since  Jan.  31,  1971  may 
register  to  vote  by  calling  Carl  Smith’s  office,  228-8311,  ext.  557  and  requesting 
the  necessary  forms  or  by  going  there  in  person  during  normal  office  hours.  This 
is  the  office  of  the  County  Tax  Assessor  and  Collector  and  is  located  on  the 
first  floor  of  the  Harris  County  Courthouse,  301  San  Jacinto.  Branch  offices 
exist  in  Humble,  Pasadena  and  Baytown,  but  requests  from  residents  of  these 
areas  will  be  handled  from  the  extension  given  above.  Although  there  is  no 
single  deadline  for  filing  the  application,  it  must  be  filed  at  least  30  days  before 
any  election  in  which  the  applicant  wishes  to  vote. 
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7017  S.  Main  St. 
Houston  Tx.  77005 


Texans  between  the  ages  of  18  and 
21  can  now  register  to  vote  this  year, 
up  to  30  days  before  an  election. 

Up  until  last  week,  only  those 
citizens  who  were  18  or  21  this  year 
were  permitted  to  register  for  the 
1971  election.  This  interpretation  of 
the  26th  Amendment,  which  was  pass¬ 
ed  in  July  and  which  lowers  the  voting 
age  to  18,  excluded  19  and  20  year 
olds  from  registering  until  next  year. 

Attorneys  from  the  Houston  chap¬ 
ter  of  the  American  Civil  Liberties 
Union  were  prepared  to  file  suit  to 
force  officials  to  permit  their  client, 
19  year  old  Becky  Stapleton,  to  vote 
this  year. 

Officials  in  the  county  tax  assessor- 


collector’s  office  would  not  allow 
Becky  to  register  to  vote  when  she 
applied  Thursday,  Aug.  5. 

But  the  office  of  Martin  Dies,  Jr., 
Secretary  of  State,  issued  a  release  last 
week  that  corrected  the  interpretation 
of  the  amendment  and  granted  19  and 
20  year  olds  registration  privileges.  No 
suit  was  necessary. 

David  Berg,  one  of  the  ACLU  attor¬ 
neys  working  on  the  case,  said  that 
with  18,  19  and  20  year  olds  now 
eligible  to  vote  now,  that  adds  a 
potential  85,000  voters  in  Houston 
this  year. 

“If  only  8,500  of  those  vote  that 
could  have  a  significant  effect  on  the 
election  this  November,”  Berg  said. 
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Liberty  Hall:  for  all  ages 


The  management  of  Liberty  Hall  has  been  through  lots  of  changes  since  its 
inception  on  account  of  state  laws  concerning  the  sale  of  beer.  Many  enthusiastic 
would-be  concert-goers  under  21  years  old  have  been  held  out  by  the  law.  The 
Hall  has  featured  Freddie  King,  John  Lee  Hooker,  Big  Mama  Thornton,  Willie 
Dixon,  Flying  Burrito  Bros,  and  others.  And  no  one  under  21  was  there  to 
witness. 

In  order  to  allow  everyone  to  see  the  shows,  something  had  to  be  done.  It 
looked  like  there  had  to  be  a  choice  between  beer  and  no  age  requirement.  At 
last  someone  had  what  seemed  to  be  a  workable  solution  that  would  allow  beer 
sales  and  minors. 

Did  it  mean  changing  state  laws?  Dividing  the  hall  with  a  partition?  As  it 
happened,  the  solution  was  not  nearly  so  complicated.  Since  the  Hall  had  been 


into  doing  2  shows  a  nite  and  since  most  of  the  audience  came  either  for  the 
early  or  late  shows,  the  ready  and  obvious  solution  was  to  have  no  age  limit  for 
one  show  and  to  serve  beer  at  the  other.  For  such  a  simple  answer,  the  path  to  it 
has  been  difficult. 

Beginning  with  the  Velvet  Undergroupd  concert,  the  1st  show  will  begin  at 
8:00  PM  and  with  no  age  requirements.  No  beer  or  wine  will  be  served  for  the 
1st  show.  Food,  soft  drinks,  and  juices  will  be  available. 

The  2nd  show  will  begin  at  1 1 :00  PM.  For  this  performance  beer  and  wine 
will  be  served  and  there  will  be  an  age  requirement  of  21  for  boys  and  18  for 
girls.  Liberty  Hall  plans  a  series  of  7  weekend  concerts  that  include  the  Velvet 
Underground,  the  Flamin'  Groovies,  Tumbleweed  and  others  to  be  announced. 
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TWO-CYCLE  BIKERS:  Potential  to  form 
oil  co-op.  Also  four-cycle  motor  oil.  You’ve 
got  to  have  It,  so  why  not  get  It  cheaper? 
Contact  Mark  at  921-3235. 

FREE  KITTENS:  Two  Identical  twins  (gray 
and  white  striped),  one  other  solid  black. 
Mother  Siamese.  Do  not  want  twins  separat¬ 
ed.  House  and  pottle  trained.  Call  Mark, 
921-3235. 

I  NEED  A  RIDE  to  Nacogdoches  around 
the  22nd.  Call  Floyd  at  695-7734. 

BOB  NOBLE  —  Please  call  Linda  and  Lalena. 
449-3772  or  449-08  73. 

FOR  SALE:  BLUE  CHEER  SURFBOARD 
6 ‘8”  Excellent  Cond.  $90.  Don  Grimes 
4306  Yoakum,  Apt.  no. 10. 

ARTIST  WANTED:  Part-time.  Flexible 
hours.  666-3242.  $2.  per/hr. 

FOR  RENT:  Close  in.  (Westheimer)  2 
Offices,  or  could  be  used  for  store.  Cheap! 
Call  729-4486  or  666-3979  after  6  pm. 

NEEDED:  RIDE  TO  SURFSIDE  on  week¬ 
days  and  weekends.  Will  pay  for  gas.  Call 
Eva,  anytime,  at  645-9608. 

NEED  ORIGINAL  VOCALIST  for  Hard 
Rock  Group  with  a  future.  Could  also  play 
instrument.  Call  Chuck.  723-2408.  If  not 
home  leave  number. 

WANT  TO  BUY  a  used  10  speed  bike  In 
good  condition  for  reasonable  price.  Call 
Mollie  342-2067  —  after  6  p.m. 

NEED  RIDE  TO  COLORADO  after  Sept  1. 
Call  Calvin  522-1201. 

FOR  SALE:  PANASONIC  AM-FM  Stero 
8-track  player  and  speakers  Model  RE7070 
$165.  David  293-3819. 


unclassifieds 


FOR  SALE:  RYDER  BASS  AMP  440 
Destructor.  Like  New.  (3-4  mos  old)  Hofner 
Bass  Guitar.  Must  Sell.  626-4160  Day  or 
523-2278  Nite. 

NEED  RIDER  to  share  expense  &  driving 
to  Lake  Louise  area  Canada.  Sept  8,  return 
Sept  19th.  Call  James  8-5  223-7131,  Nite 
528-4990. 

SINGER  with  his  own  P.A.  System  would 
like  to  join  group.  Hopefully  a  big  band  but 
it  really  doen 

it  really  doesn't  matter.  Call  Rick  723-4330. 

NEED  RIDE  TO  L.A.  2  people,  share  gas 
and  driving.  621-1054. 

BLACK  LITE  FOR  SALE:  New  4  ft.  long, 
$18.  Call  Dave  after  7  p.m.  462-4007. 

ROOM  FOR  RENT  to  student  of  Yoga. 
Kitchen  priviledges  529-6359  or  2006 
Stanford. 

FEMALE  ROOMMATE  wanted  to  share 
really  decent  and  roomy  one-bedroom  $40. 
Near  Rice.  Close  to  South  Main  bus  for 
downtown.  Need  car  for  U  of  H.  If  you 
need  cheap  digs,  and  want  a  livable  place, 
call  524-3724  before  noon.  Patti. 

FOR  SALE:  CHEAP!  Stereo  AM-FM  Radio 
(Like  New)  Call  Becky.  529-6814. 

SINGER  LOOKING  for  rock  group  interest¬ 
ed  in  doing  a  James  Gang-Cactus  sound. 
Dennis  434-1578  in  San  Antonio. 


8ROTHERS  OF  MERCY  (St.  Francis  Rule) 
Monastery  life.  Ages  18-45.  Send  letter  of 
life  history  and  intent  to  2109  Argonne  St. 
Nursing,  social  welfare,  teaching,  domestic. 

GIBSON  SG  “special"  $150.  Silvertone  100 
Watt  amp  $50.  Call  Scott,  526-1231  or  66 
22-0963. 


SPACE  CITY!  (that’s  us)  is  perenially  In 
need  of  all  kinds  of  goodies,  some  of  which 
you  might  have  and  not  need,  or  be  able  to 
get  and  give  to  us  because  you  have  a  good 
heart  or  something  up  your  sleeve.  Stuff 
like  typewriters,  office  supplies,  an  air  con¬ 
ditioner,  furniture,  money.  CALL  526-6257 
or  drop  by  1217  Wichita. 

NEED  TENT,  pack,  down  sleeping  bag.  Gary 
Vance;  111  Willenberg;  Lake  Jackson,  Tx. 
77566. 

SPEAKER  BOX:  w/two  15“  Lansings. 

$200  or  trade  for  a  car.  774-8037. 


unclassifieds 

Space  City!  Unclassified*  are  free.  Fill  out  this  (prm  and  mall  to  Space  City!,  1217 
Wichita,  Houston  77004.  fYeference  given  to  service  and  non-profit  ads.  We  don’t 
accept  "sex  ads.”  We  believe  that  far  from  characterizing  a  position  of  sexual  lib¬ 
eration.  they  are  frequently  exploitative  of  sexuality,  especially  that  of  women.  (Not 
all  of  them  are  exploitative  of  course,  but  we  don’t  know  any  simple  guideline  for 
determining  which  are  and  which  aren’t;  we  don’t  have  the  time  or  energy  to  debate 
every  ad.) 
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FOR  SALE:  RACCOON  —  baby  —  A  far-out 
pet,  but  can  not  keep.  $15  or  best  offer.  If 
you  can  give  it  a  good  home  please  call 
926-3857. 

CHEAP  CAR  for  sale.  Runs.  Call  Gavan  at 
Pacifica,  224-4000. 

WANTED,  dead  or  alive.  10-speed  bike. 

Call  G$van  at  Pacifica,  224-4000. 

YAMAHA  JUMBO  GUITAR  $70.  Bell  Star 
helmet  7V«,  $40.  Russian  three-stringed 
balalaika  w/case,  $50.  522-5954. 
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FREAK  UPHOLSTERER  —  We  gots  some 
nice  ol  furniture  ‘n  the  stuffins  cornin’  out. 
Pretty  soon  our  asses'll  be  on  the  floor.  Can 
you  help  us  out  fer  cheap.  Call  Thorne  or 
Vicky  at  526-6257  or  Jeff  at  224-4000. 

FOR  SALE:  Upright  piano,  $130.  16*/2’’ 
viola  outfit  &  microphone,  $400.  Free:  four 
Angora  kittens.  Michael  Speer,  498-6210, 
after  6.  • 
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wanted:  fiction 

There's  still  time!  Send  us  your  literary  prose  (short  stories,  plays  and  such) 
for  the  special  all-fiction  issue  of  Space  City!  to  be  published  as  soon  at  we  rec¬ 
eive  enough  good  material.  (No  poetry  for  this  issue,  please.) 

We  can't  pay  for  the  stories  we  publish,  but  at  least  you  may  be  able  to  see 

your  literary  endeavors  in  print.  As  far  as  rights  to  your  material  goes,  we'll  be 
glad  to  cooperate  with  whatever  course  you  choose  -  in  other  words,  we  don't 
demand  all  rights  to  your  work  or  anything  like  that.  All  we  want  is  to  publish 
some  good  fiction  by  local  writers. 

Please  type  all  manuscripts  and  be  sure  to  double  space.  Then  send  it  to 
Space  City!,  1217  Wichita,  Houston,  77004.  Include  your  name,  mailing  address, 
and  telephone  number.  And  keep  a  copy  for  yourself. 


V/EGET  FKEAKf 
OUT  WITH  A 
LITTLE  HELP 
FfCOM  THEIF 
SSjfWEMP? . 


HIGH  PQrtPtNG  =322)350 

ANYTIME 


HERBS  OF  HEAVEN 
Botanicals,  Aromatics,  Astrology 
Herbs  Strange,  Weird,  Wild,  and  some 
Very  Useful  Gensing,  Gotu  Kola,  Man¬ 
drake,  Yerba  Mate  Dried  Soup  Snake 
&  Other  Organic  Things 
GREEN  ACRES  ORGANIC  FOODS 
1338  Westheimer  Houston,  Texas 
552-3368  77006 


PHONE 


ACLU .  524-5925 

CRISIS  HOTLINE .  228-1505 

DRAFT  COUNSELING  .  .  .  .526-0030 
FAMILY  CONNECTION  .  .  .  523-6825 

FOOD  STAMP  OFFICE  .  .  .  .  22  7-6371 
HOUSTON  COMMITTEE  TO 

END  THE  WAR .  227-4700 

INLET  DRUG  CRISIS.  .  .  .  526-7925 

KAUM 

GEN.  OFFICES .  741-0050 

STUDIO  LINE .  748-4801 

KAUM  NEWS .  748-1479 

KLOL .  222-8103 

LETTUCE  BOYCOTT  ....  522-8142 

LIBERTY  HALL .  225-6250 

NOW .  623-4380 

OF  OUR  OWN .  526-6996 

OPERATION  BREADBASKET  .  224-9057 

PACIFICA  (KPFT) .  224-4000 

PAPELCHICANO .  926-2735 

PEACE  CENTER .  227-4700 

PLANNED  PARENTHOOD.  .  .  523-7419 
PRAIRIE  LAW  COLLECTIVE  .  .  224-3062 
PROBLEM  PREGNANCY  .  .  .  523-5354 

SPACE  CITY! .  526-6257 

SWITCHBOARD .  526-3666 

UNIVERSITY  OF  THOUGHT.  .  526-5547 

VD  CLINIC .  222-4201 

VOICE  OF  HOPE.  ....  228-0714 
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SPACE- IN 


ART 


INSTITUTE  FOR  THE  ARTS 
Thru  Aug  —  FOR  CHILDREN  at  Rice  cam¬ 
pus  gallery  of  Univ  &  Stockton. 

ART  LEAGUE  (1953  Montrose)  —  In¬ 
vitational  exhibit  by  new  members. 

MATRIX  GALLERY  (2412  Dowling)  — 

Black  artists  at  Operation  Breadbasket 
hdqtrs. 

FLEA  MARKET  ART  FEST  (Milam  & 
Franklin  )  —  Sun,  noon  to  6  pm.  Local 
artists. 

DIMENSION  HOUSTON  VI  —  Judge  for 
the  Art  League’s  sixth  annual  will  be  Dr. 
Donald  Weismann  of  the  Univ  of  Tex. 
Paintings  (limit  of  2)  are  due  Sept  8-10. 

The  show  will  hang  Oct  4-24.  Pick  up 
entry  blanks  at  1953  Montrose. 

HILL  COUNTRY  Arts  Foundation  —  Art 
workshops  with  Michael  Frary  and  Gibbs 
Milliken,  but  UT  art  instructors,  set  for 
Aug  19-30.  Tuition  $25  for  one  week, 

$50  for  two. 

ADEPT  —  Third  show,  WHITE  MAN’S 
ACRES,  opens  Sept  1.  Exhibit  by  black 
artists  focusing  on  cultural  pecularities  of 
white  Western  man. 

MUSEUM  OF  FINE  ARTS 
(1001  Bissonnet) 

Thru  Aug  22  —  PRINTS  &  DRAWINGS  by 
Lynwood  Krenick  &  Terry  Morrow  — 
School  Galleries. 

Thru  Aug  29  —  Bl  RDS  &  BLOSSOMS  — 
Masterson  Jr.  Gallery;  Giacometti 
Graphics,  S.  Garden  Gallery. 

Thru  Sept  1  —  Christo,  pop  artist  —  Jones 
Galleries. 

SOUTHERN  EXPOSURE  —  Photos  of  19th 
century  buildings  in  Galveston  taken  by 
photogs  Henri  Cartier-Bresson  &  Ezra 
Stoller  —  Masterson  Jr.  Gallery. 

Opening  Aug  29  —  Annual  faculty  exhibition 
—  School  Galleries. 

School  of  Art  —  all  sorts  of  classes.  Fall 

term  Aug  31-Sept  11.  Special  high  school 
student  workshop  Aug.  27,  6-8  pm.  In¬ 
cludes  meal  &  guided  tour  of  new  school 
facilities.  Info,  526-1361. 

INS  & 
OUTS 

PEACE  CALANDAR 

Aug  20-22  —  The  Student  Government  Draft 
Counseling  Center  at  the  U  of  Texas  in 
Austin  is  sponsoring  a  Summer  Draft  In¬ 
formation  Conf.  To  be  held  in  Austin. 

No  previous  draft  counselling  knowledge 
is  needed.  For  more  details  call  Judy  at 
Inlet  (526-7925) 

Aug  22  —  HOUSTON  COMMITTEE  TO 
END  THE  WAR  IN  VIETNAM  Beach 
Party.  Meet  at  Bryan  Beach  just  south  of 
Freeport.  Bring  a  dish  to  share,  have  fun. 
Aug  23  —  10  am-4  pm  —  Make  things  to  sell 
at  the  Peace  Fair.  Drop  by  the  Peace 
Center  any  time. 

STATE  ABORTION  CONFERENCE 
On  Aug.  28,  there  will  be  a  state  planning 
conference  on  abortion  —  plans  and  strategy 
—  for  the  state  abortion  campaign  and  to 
coordinate  with  the  National  Women's  Ab¬ 
ortion  Action  Coalition.  Call  Space  City!  to 
get  more  information  and  stay  tuned  to 
Space  In. 

FREE  SCHOOLS 

There  are  three  free  schools  in  Houston  this 
fall  which  need  students.  Elementary  students 
call  521-9456  or  528-6002.  High  school  stu¬ 
dents  call  774-0360. 

UNIVERSITY  OF  THOUGHT 
The  U  of  Thought  needs  volunteers,  teach¬ 
ers,  and  workers  for  the  gala  FALL  SEMES¬ 
TER  starting  Sept.  27.  To  volunteer  or  get 
more  info  call  526-5547  or  come  by  3505 
Main. 

FREE  FAIR 

There  will  be  a  Free  Fair  at  the  University  of 
Houston  Sept.  10.  If  you  have  ideas  or  can 
offer  help,  call  Deborah,  621-6996  or  Bob, 
748-0490. 

GAY  LIBERATION 

Gay  Liberation  meets  every  Tues  at  8  pm  in 
the  University  Center  of  the  University  of 
Houston. 

Women's  Caucus  of  GL  meets  every  Wed  at 
8  ?  n  in  the  Palo  Duro  room  of  the  UC  at 

■  of  H. 

conduc'  '-’’scioii  - :  '?•  ; 


FARM  WORKERS  STRIKE 

Food  and  money  are  needed  by  the  striking 

farm  workers  in  California  and  Arizona. 

Mail  strike  assistance  to  UFWOC  STRIKE 
DEFENSE  FUND.  PO  Box  130,  Delano,  Ca„ 
93215.  Contact  the  same  office  to  find  out 
where  to  bring  food. 


MOVIES 


There  are  an  amazing  number  of  very  good 
movies  at  commercial  houses  these  days. 

Hope  this  is  the  beginning  of  a  trend.  NOTE: 
Be  sure  to  check  out  the  special  $1  rate 
offered  by  a  number  of  theaters  for  the  first 
show  on  weekdays. 

THE  HELLSTROM  CHRONICLE:  Insects 
do  their  thing  with  expert  photographers 
looking  on.  A  real  trip.  (See  reviews  this 
issue)  Cinemas. 

PANIC  IN  NEEDLE  PARK:  Story  of  two 
junkies  in  New  York,  with  the  sickness  com¬ 
ing  on.  (See  review)  Windsor. 

DOC:  Doc  Holliday,  Wyatt  Earp,  and  Katy 
Elder  in  Tombstone.  Stars  Stacy  Keach  and 
Faye  Dunaway.  (See  review)  Loew’s  State, 
Memorial,  Sharpstown  drive-in. 

FORTUNE  AND  MEN’S  EYES:  Homosex¬ 
uality  in  prison.  Gaylynn. 

CARNAL  KNOWLEDGE:  Still  quite  poss¬ 
ibly  the  best  movie  in  town.  Tower. 

BILLY  JACK:  An  entertaining,  if  somewhat 
incredible,  story.  You’ll  come  out  smiling. 
Delman. 

WHO  IS  HARRY  KELLERMAN  AND  .  .  . 
etc.:  Dustin  Hoffman  as  a  pop  songwriter 
with  a  few  problems.  Galleria  Cinema. 

THE  LAST  RUN:  Stars  George  C.  Scott 
(the  greatest  American  actor  of  our  time,  if 
you  didn’t  know)  as  a  driver  for  the  Italian 
mob.  Neighborhoods  and  drive-ins. 

SUMMER  OF  *42:  Some  memories.  Village. 

ON  ANY  SUNDAY:  Lyrical  cycle  flick 
(whatever  that  means).  Alabama. 

THE  OMEGA  MAN:  An  after-the-iast-war 
horror  whow.  I  didn’t  like  it;  but  you  might 
if  you're  really  into  that  sort  of  thing.  Metro¬ 
politan,  Garden  Oaks,  Santa  Rosa,  McLen¬ 
don  Triple,  Post  Oak,  Gulfway. 

FRIENDS:  This  one’s  about  a  couple  of 
lovely  kids  who  shack  up  out  in  the  French 
countryside,  and  has  a  soundtrack  by  Elton 
John.  Sounds  interesting,  but  early  reports 
say  no.  It’s  not  very.  Bellaire. 

SOUL  TO  SOUL:  Ike  &  Tina  Turner,  San¬ 
tana,  Roberta  Flack,  Wilson  Pickett,  et.  al., 
on  a  concert  tour  in  Ghana  (that’s  in  East 
Africa,  honkie).  Opens  Aug.  18  at  the  Metro¬ 
politan  and  King  Center  drive-in. 

ALLEY  THEATER  FILM  SERIES 
At  the  Alley,  615  Texas  Ave.  An  excellent 
series.  Tickets  for  each  showing  are  $1.75 
($1.50  for  regular  season  subscribers).  This 
is  the  next  to  last  week,  featuring  the 
CINEMATIC  MYSTERY. 

Aug  17-18  —  8:30  pm  —  KNIFE  IN  THE 
WATER,  Rqman  Polanski’s  first  feature-  , 
length  film.  Polish  with  English  sub-titles. 
Aug  19  —  8:30  pm  —  THE  CASTLE,  adapt¬ 
ed  from  Franz  Kafka’s  novel,  starring 
Maximilian  Schell. 

Aug  20  —  7:30  &  9:30  pm  —  THE  CASTLE 
Aug  21  —  7:30  &  9:30  pm  —  THE  BRIDE 
WORE  BLACK,  Francois  Truffaut’s 
tribute  to  Alfred  Hitchcock,  starring 
Jeanne  Moreau  as  a  real  man-killer. 

Aug  22  —  7:30  pm  —  THE  BRIDE  WORE 
BLACK 

Aug  24-25  —  THE  LAST  LAUGH  (1924)  an 
early  einematic  trend-setter. 

JEWISH  COMMUNITY  CENTER 
(5601  S.  Braeswood) 

All  performances  are  at  8:00  pm  in  the  Kap¬ 
lan  Theatre  of  the  J.C.C.  Tickets  are  $1.75 
($1.25  to  J.C.C.  members). 

Aug  17  —  HIGH  NOON,  Gary  Cooper 
Aug  18  —  MEET  ME  IN  ST.  LOUIS, 

Garland 

Ann  ??  —  SUDDENLY,  LAST  SUMMER 


TV 

Thur,  Aug  19  — 

8:00  pm  —  THE  WRONG  BOX,  farcical 
Peter  Sellers,  Michael  Caine  film.  Ch  11 
10:30  pm  —  RIO  GRANDE,  John  Wayne, 
Maureen  O’Hara.  Ch  11 

Sat,  Aug  21  — 

2:30  pm  —  THE  HIDEOUS  &UN  DEMON, 

Ch  11 

7:30  pm  —  NIGHT  OF  THE'IGUANA, 

Richard  Burton.  Ch  2 

8:30  ppi  —  LA  REVOLUCION  DE  LA  RAZA: 
THE  QUIET  REVOLUTION,  KTRK’s 
“in-depth”  study  of  the  Chicano  in  Texas. 

I  have  my  doubts  about  this  one,  but 
check  it  out  anyway.  Ch  13 
10:20  pm  —  HAMLET,  Laurence  Olivier, 

Ch  2 

12:25  am  —  LANCER  SPY,  with  the  in¬ 
imitable  Peter  Loore.  Ch  11 

Sun,  Aug  22  — 

1:00  pm  —  POOR  LITTLE  RICH  Gl  RL, 
Shirley  Temple,  Alice  Faye.  Ch  11 
9:00  pm  —  FANFARE:  Jefferson  Airplane, 
Grateful  Dead,  Santana.  For  one  hour. 

Dig  it?  Ch  8 

10:30  pm  —  CASABLANCA,  Humphrey 
Bogart,  Ingrid  Bergman,  Peter  Lorre, 

Sidney  Greenstreet.  Ch  11 

Mon,  Aug  23  — 

10:00  pm  —  Repeat  of  Sunday’s  FANFARE, 
w/J.A.  Plane,  G.  Dead,  Santana.  Ch  8 
10:30  pm  —  IVANHOE,  Liz  Taylor,  Robert 
Taylor.  Ch  11 

Tues,  Aug  24  — 

10:30  pm  —  ROAD  TO  MOROCCO,  Bob 
Hope,  Bing  Crosby,  Dorothy  Lamour. 

Ch  11 

Wed,  Aug  25  — 

7:30  pm  —  BOBOQUIVARI,  30  minute  per¬ 
formance  by  Kris  Kristofferson,  Ch  8 
10’30  pm  —  THE  TRAIL  OF  THE  LONE¬ 
SOME  PINE.  Ch  11 

Thur,  Aug  26  — 

7:30  pm  —  NET  PLAYHOUSE:  “Five  To¬ 
morrows”,  play  written  by  Kurt  Vonne- 
gut,  who  provides  commentary -upon  the 
play  in  this  performance.  Ch  8 
10:30  pm  —  THE  HANGING  TREE,  Gary 
Cooper,  Maria  Schell.  Ch  11 

Fri,  Aug  27  — 

6:30  pm  —  THE  GREAT  BARRIER  REEF, 
NBC  Special  on  the  .massive  coral  forma¬ 
tion  off  the  Australian  coast,  cfl  2 
9:00  pm  —  NBC  NEWS  SPECIAL  on  the  ex¬ 
odus  of  rural  Southerners  to  the  cities. 

Ch  2 

10:30  pm  —  TWELVE  O’CLOCK  HIGH, 
Gregory  Peck,  Tim  Leary.  Ch  11 
10:30  pm  —  BLACK  SABBATH,  Ch  13 
12:20  am  —  PLANET  OF  BLOOD  Ch  13 


IN  THE  WORKS 

ALLEY  THEATER  —  The  Alley  has  an¬ 
nounced  its  first  two  plays  of  the  up¬ 
coming  season.  Tennessee  Williams’ 
CAMINO  REAL  will  open  Oct.  21, 
followed  by  a  French  farce  by  George 
Feydeau,  A  FLEA  IN  HER  EAR,  open¬ 
ing  Dec.  2.  More  info  later. 

JEWISH  COMMUNITY  CENTER  —  The 
Center  Repertory  Theater  will  open  its 
season  in  September  with  Emanuel  Rob¬ 
les’  MONTSERRAT  (“The  Hostages"), 
adapted  by  Lillian  Heilman,  a  drama  a- 
bout  Venequala  during  the  Spanish  ocon$. 
upation.  Other  plays  to  be  presented 
will  include  Maxwell  Anderson’s  and 
Kurt  Weill’s  LOST  IN  THE  STARS,  Dos- 
toyefsky’s  BROTHERS  KARAMOZOV, 
Sholom  Aleichem’s  THE  GRAND 
PRIZE,  and  Paddy  Chayefsky’s  GIDEON. 

SCHOOL  NEWS 

STUDIO  7  —  Classes  at  the  theater  school, 
under  the  direction  of  Chris  Wilson,  be¬ 
gin  Sept.  6.  At  Houston  Music  Theater, 

SW  Freeway  &  Fondren.  Details,  771- 
6374. 

ALLEY  —  The  Alley  Merry-Go-Round  has 
moved  downtown  to  the  main  theater 
site  at  615  Texas.  Fall  semester  begins 
Sept  13.  Call  228-9341. 


ATTIC  THEATER  (U  OF  H) 

SWEET  CHARITY  —  Neil  Simon  play. 
Aug  24-25.  8:30  pm. 


MUSIC 


'  1/ 


Liberty  Hall  (1610  Chenevert)  —  VELVET 


UNDERGROUND,  Aug  20-21.  Two  shows 
nightly.  $2.50  advance,  $3.50  at  the 
door.  Coming:  Flamin’  Groovies,  Tumble¬ 
weed  (formerly  1910  Fruitgum  Co.). 

Of  Our  Own  (University  at  Kirby  — Wish¬ 
bone  Ash  with  Navasota.  Aug  18-19.  $2 
advance,  $2.50  at  the  door.  Coming: 
Shotgun  Ltd. 

LA  BASTILLE  (Market  Square)  —  Sarah 
Vaughan,  jazz  vocalist  in  rare  club 
appearance  thru  Sat.  Two  shows  nitely: 

9  pm,  11:45  pm.  CA7-2036. 

COLISEUM 

JAMES  BROWN  with  his  all-star  Revue. 
Coming  Sun,  Aug  22,  8:45  pm. 

HOFHEINZ  PAVILLION 

JESUS  CHRIST  SUPERSTAR  —  National 
touring  co.  show  coming  Sept  11  &  12. 

RICHIE  HAVENS  —  Sept.  4.  Ticket  info 
next  week. 


it 


FONDREN  ST  THEATER  (Fondren  at 
Daffodil)  —  Rock  bands  each  Mon  nite. 
783-9930  for  info. 


RADIO 


THEATRE 


PLAYWRIGHTS  SHOWCASE 
WAITING  FOR  GODOT  —  Roger  Glade 
directs  the  Samuel  Beckett  play.  Fri  & 

Sat  thru  Sept.  9  pm.  Autry  House  (6265 
S.  Main).  524-3168. 

WINDMILL  DINNER  THEATER 
(Town  &  Cntry  Village) 

THE  SECOND  COMING  —  Musical  satire 
produced  by  American  Renaissance 
Theater  experimental  series.  Directed  by 
Terry  Kester.  Mon  thru  Aug.  8  pm. 
464-7655. 

FONDREN  ST.  THEATER 
(Fondren  at  Daffodil) 

AESOP’S  FALABLES  —  Fantasy  to  kids  & 
adults,  with  rock  music.  Sun,  Aug  21-22. 
783-9930. 

LAST  SWEET  DAYS  OF  ISAAC  —  rock 
musical  by  Gretchen  Cryer  &  Nancy 
Ford.  Public  previews  start  Aug  25. 

Nightly  except  Mondays.  8  pm.  783-9900. 

COUNTRY  PLAYHOUSE 
(Town  &  Cntry  Village) 

LITTLE  MARY  SUNSHINE  —  Thurs,  Fri, 
Sat,  8:30  pm,  thru  Aug  29.  467-4497. 

LIBERTY  HALL 
(1610  Chenevert) 

TOMMY  —  Prix  Productions’  interpretation 
of  The  Who’s  rock  opera.  Thurs-Sun. 

8  -  ??5-625  o. 


PACIFICA  KPFT-FM  90.1 
Mon  thru  Fri  —  WORKERS  OF  THE  WORLD 
ARISE,  you  have  nothing  to  lose  but 
your  minds.  Sweet  Gavan  from  Duffy,  a- 
rises  with  the  sun,  6-9  am. 

Mon  thru  Fri  —  GREAT  AMERICAN  MID¬ 
WESTERN  TOUR.  Left  Handed  Louie 


from  Alaska  twits  your  mind,  1:30-4:30 
pm. 


Mon  thru  Fri  —  LIFE  ON  EARTH  —  Ol’ 
Gar’s  back  to  join  lovable  Mitch  in  direct¬ 
ing  the  news  team  thru  the  evening  re¬ 
port.  6-7:15  pm. 

Mon  thru  Fri  —  LIFER  AFT.  Jeff  Shero  vib¬ 
rates,  vaccilates,  pontificates  and  joins 
with  the  usual  gang  of  weirdos  to  help 
folks  make  it  thru  another  nite.  10  pm- 
6  am. 

Wed  —  CITY  COUNCIL.  Live  from  City 
Hall.  10  am. 

Fri  —  MAGGIE’S  FARM.  Subterranean  in¬ 
formation  &  eclectic  inspiration  with 
Nancy  Simpson.  7:15  pm. 


KAUM-FM  96.5 

Sun  —  CHICANOS  AND  CHICANAS  with 
Elma  Berrera.  8  pm. 

Sun  —  BLACK  INSIGHT  with  Thomas 
Wright,  8:30  pm; 

Daily  —  Good  community-minded  news  and 
views  thru-out  the  day. 


KLOL-FM101 

Daily  —  consistently  good  sounds,  light  bn 
news.  • 

Sun  —  Bill  Narum  does  his  thing  from  noon 
til  6  pm. 
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is  coming 

to  712 1/2  Fairview 


Opening  Tuesday 
August  17th 


Books,  Magazines/Head  Stuff, 

Plus  Houston's  Largest 
Selection  Of 

Underground  Newspapers 


VENDORS:  sp/SecItyTshere 


